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ACTI SCENE I. 
Enter Tom Lurcher, and Jack Wild-brain. 


LURCHER. 


ACK. © 
Wild. What Wind brought thee hither? 
In what hollow Tree, or rotten Wall 
Haſt thou been like a Swallow all this Win- 
Where haſt thou been, Man? (ter? 
Lur. Following the Plow. 
Wild. W hat Plow ? Thou haſt no Land, 
Stealing is thy own Purchaſe, 
Lur. The beſt Inheritance. 
Wild. Not in my Opinion, 
Thou hadſt five hundred Pound a Year. 
Uu. "Tis gone, 
Prithee no more on't, have I not told thee, 
And oftentimes, Nature made all Men equal, os FI 
Her diſtribution to each Child alike; ; ; : 
Vor. VI. Az *Till 
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Till Labour came and thruſt a new Will in, 
Which I allow not ; till Men won a Privilege 
But that they call Endeavour, which indeed 

Is nothing but a lawful Couſenage, 


An allow d way to cheat; why thould my Neighbour, 


That hath no more Soul than his Horſe-keeper, 
Nor bounteous faculties above a Broom- man, 
Have fourty thouſand Pounds, and I four Groats; 
Why ſhould he keep it? 

Wild. Thy old Opinion till. 

Lur. Why ſhould that Scrivener, 
That ne er writ Reaſon in his Life, nor any thing 
That Time ever glory'd in, that never knew 
How to keep any Courteſie conceal'd, 
But Nwverint uni verſi muſt proclaim it, 
Purchaſe perpetually, and I a Raſcal ? 
Conſider this, why ſhould that mouldy Cobler 
Marry his Daughter to a wealthy Merchant, 
And give five thouſand Pounds? Is this good Juſtice ? 
Becauſe he has a tougher Conſtitution, 
Can feed upon old Songs, and fave his Mony, 
Therefore muſt I go beg? | 
Mild. What's this to thee ? Ry» 
Thou canſt not mend, if thou be'ſt determin'd 
To rob all like a Tyrant, yet take heed 
A keener Juſtice do not overtake thee, 
And catch you in a Nooſe. 

Lur. TI am no Wood-cock, 
He that ſhall fit down frighted with that foolery 
Is not worth Pity, let me alone to ſhuffle, 
Thou art for Wenching. 

Wild. For Beauty I, a ſafe Courſe, 
No halter hangs in the way, 1 defie it. 

Lur. But a worſe Fate, a wilful Poverty, 
For where thou gain'ſt by one that indeed loves thee, 
A thouſand will draw from ghee, tis thy Deſtiny; 
One is a kind of weeping Croſs, Fack, 4" 
A gentle Purzatory, do not fling at all, 
You'll pay the Box ſo oſten, till you periſh, | 


- Wild. 
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Wild. Take no you no care for that, Sir, 'tis my Plea- 
I will imploy my Wits a great deal faſter (ſure, 


Than you ſhall do your Fingers; and my Loves, 
If I miſtake not, ſhall prove riper Harveſt 
8 And handſomer, and come within leſs Danger. 


A Where's thy young Siſter ? 
4 Lur. I know not where ſhe is,ſhe is not worth caring for. 
She has no Wit. 
Oh you'd be nibling with her, 
She's far enough I hope, I know not where, 
She's not worth caring for, a ſullen thing, 
She wou'd not take my Counſel, Fack, 
And ſo I parted from her. 
Wild. Leave her to her Wants? 
Lur, I gave her a little Mony, what I could ſpare, 
She had a Mind to th' Country, ſhe is turn'd, 
By this, ſome Farrier's dairy Maid, I may meet her 
Riding from Market one Day, twixt her Dorſers, 
If I do, by this Hand I wo'not ſpare 
Her Butter Pence. 
Wild. | hou wilt not rob thy Siſter. 
Lir. She ſhall account me for her Eggs and Cheeſes. 
1 Wild. A pretty Girl; did not old Algrite love her? 
18 A very pretty Girl ſhe was, 
| Lur. Some ſuch thing, | 
But he was too wife to faſten let her pats, 
Wild. Then where's thy Miſtreſs? 
Lur. Where you ſha' not-find her, 
Nor know what Stuff ſhe is made on, no indeed, Sir, 
I chooſe her not for your uſe. 


"IP _ Wild. Sure the is handſome. + (all one. 
4h Luar. Yes indeed is ſhe, the is very handſome, but that's 
0 Mild. You'll come to th' Marriage? 
Lur. 1s it to Day? . 
5 Wild. Now, now, they are come from Church now 
5 Lur. Any great Preparation, 


Does Juſtice Algripe ſhew his Power? 8 

Wild. Very glorious, and glorious People there. 
YN Lur. I may meet with him yer e'cr 1 die, as cunning 
IB as hg is. | 


A3 Mild. 
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Wild, You may do good Tom, at the Carriage, , 
We have Plate and dainty things. | 

Lur. Do you no Harm, Sir; 
For yet methinks the Marriage ſhould be marr'd 
If thou may'ſt have thy Will, farewel, ſay nothing. [ Ex, 

Enter Gentlemen. 

Mild. You are welcome, noble Friends. 

1 Gent. I thank you Sir, 
Nephew to the old Lady, his Name is Wildbrain, 
And wild his beſt Condition. 2 Gent. I have heard of him. 
I pray ye tell me, Sir, is young Maria mer 
After her Marriage Rites? Does ſhe look lively? 
How does ſhe like her Man? Wrld. Very ſcurvily, 
And as untowardly ſhe prepares her ſelf, 
But *ris mine Aunt's will, that this dull Mettal 
Muſt be mixt with her, to allay her Handſomeneſs. 

1 Gent. Had Heartlove no faſt Friends? 

Wild. His Means are little, 
And where thoſe Littles are, as little Comforts 
Ever keep Company: I know ſhe loves him, 
His Memory beyond the Hopes of 
Beyond the Indies in his mouldy Cabinets, 
But *tis her unhandſome Fate. 

Enter Frank Heartlove. 
Gent. I am ſorry for't; 


Here comes poor Frank,nay weare Friends,ftart not, Sir, 


We ſee your Willow, and are ſorry for't, 2 
And though it be a Wedding, we are half Mourners. 3 


Frank, Good Gentlemen, remember not my Fortunes, 
They are not to be help'd by Words. 

Wild Look up Man, 
A proper ſenſible Fellow, and ſhrink for a Wench? 


Are there no more? Or is ſhe all the Handſomeneſs? 
Frank, Prithee leave fooling. 


Wild. Prithee leave thou whining 
Have Maids forgot to love? 
Frank. You are injurious. 
Wild. Let*em alone a while, they'll follow thee. 
1 Genr. Come, good Frank, 
Forget now, ſince there is no Remedy, 
And ſhew a merry Face, as wiſe Men would do. 
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| 2 Gent. Be a free Gueſt, and think not of thoſe Paſſages. 


Mild. Think how to nick him home, thou know'ft the 
Graf me a dainty Medler on his Crabſtock ; (doats on thee, 
Pay me the dreaming Puppy. 

Frank. Well, make your Mirth, the whilſt Ibear my 
Honeſt Minds would have better Thoughts. (Miſery: 

Wild. 1 am her Kinſman, 
And love her well, am tender of her Youth, 
Yet honeſt Frank, before I would have that Stinkard, 
That walking, rotten Tomb, enjoy her Maidenhead. 

Frank. Prithee leave mocking. 

Wild. Prithee Frank believe me, 5 
Go to conſider, hark, they knock todinner, ¶ Knock within. 
Come, wo't thou go? 

2 Gent. | prithee Frank go with us, 

And laugh and dance as we do. 

Frank. You are light, Gentlemen, 

Nothing to weigh your Hearts, pray give me leave, 
I'll come and ſee, and take my Leave. 
Wild. We'll look for you, 


Do not deſpair, I have a Trick yet. Exit. 
Hank. When J am miſchievous I will believe your Pro- 
She is gone, for ever gone, I cannot help it, (jets, 


My Hopes and all my Happineſs gone with her, 
Gone like a pleaſing Dream: What Mirth and Jollity 
Reigns round about this Houſe? How every Office 
Sweats with new Joys? Can ſhe be merry too? 
Is all this Pleaſure ſet by her Appointment ? 
Sure ſhe hath a falſe Heart then; ſtill they grow louder, 
The old Man's God, his Gold, has won upon her, 
(Light-hearted Cordial Gold) and all my Services 
That offer'd naked Truth, are clean forgotten: 
Yet if ſhe were compell'd, but it cannot be, 
If I could but imagine her Will mine, 
Although he had her Body. 
Enter Lady and Wildbrain. 
Lady. He ſhall come in. 


Walk without Doors o'this Day, though an Enemy, 


It muſt not be. 


Wild. You muſt compel him, Madam. 
- A4 | Lady 


47 
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La. No ſhe ſnall fetch him in, Nepheyy it ſhall be ſo. 
Wild. It will be fitteſe. 7 [Exit. 1 
Frank. Can fair Maria look again upon me? 2B 
Can there be ſo much Impudence in Sweetnels ? ; * 
Enter Maria. 1 

Or has ſhe got a ſtrong Heart to deſie me? | * 
She comes her ſelf; how rich ſhe is in Jewels! | % 


Methinks they ſhow like frozen Iſicles, 
Cold Winter had hung on her; how the Roſes, 
That kept continual ſpring within her Cheeks, 
Are wither'd with the old Man's dull Embraces ? 
She would ſpeak to me. I can ſigh too, Lady, 
But from à ſounder Heart: Yes, and can weep too, 
But 'tis for you, that ever I believ'd you, 
Tears of more pious Value than your Marriage; 
You would encaſe your ſelf, and I muſt credit you, 
| So much my old Obedience compels from me; 
Go, and forget me, and my Poverty, 
I need not bid yu, you are too perfect that way; 
But ſtill remember that 1 lov'd Maria, 
Lov'd with a loyal Love; nay turn not from me, 
IJ will not ask a Tear more, you are bountiful, 
o and rejoice, and I will wait upon you 
Thar little of my Life left. 3 
Mar. Good Sir, hear me- 
What has been done, was the Act of my Obedience 
And not my Will; forc'd from me by my Parents: 
Now 'tis done, do as I do, bear it handſomely, 
And if there can be more Society, | 
Without Diſhonour to my Tie of Marriage, 
Or Place for noble Love, I ſhall love you till, 
You had the firſt, the laſt, had my Will proſper'd. 
You talk of little time of Life, dear Frank, 
Certain I am not marry'd for Eternity, 
The Joy my Marriage brings, tells me I am mortal, 
And ſhorter liv'd than you, elſe I were miſerable; 
Nor can the Gold and Faſe his Age hath brought me. 
Add what I coveted, Content. Go with me, Va 
They ſeck a Day of Joy, prithee let's ſhow it, 
Though it be foyc'd, and by this Kiſs believe me, 
However, I muſt live at his cominand now, Tu 
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111 die at yours. 
Frank. I have enough, I'll honour ye. [ Exeunt; 
Enter Lurcher. | 


Lur. Here are my Trinkets, and this luſty Marriage 
I mean to viſit, I have Shifts of all Sorts, 
And here are a thouſand Wheels to ſet em working; 
1 I am very merry, for I know this Weddin 
Will yield me luſty Pillage : If mad W:ldgzooſe, 
That debauch'd Rogue, keep but his ancient Revels, 
And brecd a Hubbub in the Houſe, I am happy, 
| Enter Boy. 


Now what are you? 

Boy. A poor diſtreſſed Boy, Sir, 

Fricndleis ad comfortlefs, that would intreat 
Some Charity and Kindneſs from your Worſhip 
I would fain ſerve, Sir, and as fain endeavour 

With dutious Labour to delerve the Love 
Of that good Gentleman ſhould entertain me. 

Lur. A pretty Boy, but of too mild a Breeding, 
Too tender, and too balliful a Behaviour - 
What canſt thou do? 

B Boy. I can learn any thing | 
That's good and honeſt, and ſhall pleaſe a Maſter. 
4% Lur. He bluſhes as he ſpeaks, and that I like not, 
oF I love a bold and ſecure Confidence, 
5 An Impudence that one may truſt: This Boy now, 
Had I inſtructed him, had been a Jewel, 
A Treaſure for my Uſe: Thou canſt not lye? 
Boy. I would not willingly. | 
Luar. Nor thou haſt not Wit 
To diſſemble neatly ? 
Boy. Do you love ſuch Boys, Sir? 
Lur. Oh mainly,mainly,l wou!d have my Boy impudent, 

Out-face all Truth, yet do it piouſly ; 

Like Proteus, caſt himſelf into all Forms, 

As ſudden and as nimble as his Thoughts 

Blanch at no Danger, though it be the Gallows, 

Nor make no Conſcience of a Coſenage, 

Though it be!'th*Church. Your ſoft, demure, {11 Chil- 
Are good for nothing, but to get long Graces — oy; 
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And ſing Songs to dull Tunes; I would keep thee 
And cheriſh thee, hadſt thou any active Quality, 
And be a tender Maſter to thy Knavery, 
* thou art _ 2 uſe. 
.Do you this ſeriouſly? 
3 Ye nid, do I. | 7 
Boy. Would you have your Boy, Sir, 
| Read in theſe moral Miſchiefs? 
Lur. Now thou mov'ſt me. 
Boy. And be a well-train'd Youth in all Activities? 
Lur. By any means. 
Boy. Or do you this to try me, 
Fearing a proneneſs ? 
Lax. I ſpeak this to make thee. 
Boy. Then take me, Sir, and cheriſhme, and love me, 
You have me what you would: believe me, Sir, 
I can do any thing for your advantage, 
I gueſs at what you mean; I can lie naturally, 
As eaſily as I can ſleep, Sir, and ſecurely; 
As naturally I can ſteal too. 
Lur. That I am glad on, | &, 
Right heartily glad on, hold thee there, thou art excellent. 
Boy. Steal any thing from any Body living. 
Lier. Not from thy Maſter, : 
Boy. That's mine own Body, 
And muſt not be. 
Lur. The Boy mends mightily. 
Boy. A rich Man, that like Snow heaps up his Monies, 
T have a kind of pious Zeal to meet till; 
A Fool that not deſerves em, 1 take pity on, 
For fear he ſhould run mad, and fo 1 caſe him. 
Lur. Excellent Boy, and able to inſtruct me, 
Of mine own Nature juſt. each 
Boy. I ſcorn all hazard, | | 
And on the edge of Danger I do beſt, Sir, 
I have a thouſand Faces to deceive, 
And to thoſe, twice ſo many Tongues to flatter, 
An Impudence, no Braſs was ever tougher, 
And for my Conſcience. 
Lur. Peace, | have found a Jewel, 4 
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A Jewel all the Indies cannot match, 
And thou ſha't feel 
* Boy. This title, and I ha' done, Sir; 
T never can confeſs, I ha' that Spell on me; 
And ſuch rare Modeſties before a Magiſtrate, 
Such Innocence to catch a Judge, ſuch Ignorance. 
Lur. I'll learn of thee, thou art mine own, come Boy, 
P11 give thee action preſently. | 
Boy. Have at you. 
Lr. What muſt I call thee? 
Boy. Snap, Sir. 
Lur. Tis moſt natural, 
A Name born to thee, ſure thou art a Fairy, 
Shew but thy skill, and I ſhall make thee happy. 
Enter Lady, Nurſe, Miſtreſs, Newlove and Toby. 
Lady. Where be theſe Knaves? who ſtrews up all the 
Is the Bride's Bed made? (Liveries ? 
Toby. Yes, Madam, and a Bell 
Hung under it artificially. 
Lady. Out Knave, out, 
Muſt we have *larms now? 
Toby. A little warning 
That we may know to begin our Healths, Madam; 
The Juſtice is a kind of old Jade, Madam, 
That will go merrieſt with a Bell. 
Lady. All the Houſe drunk? 
Toby. This is a Houſe of Jubilee. 
Lady. Are the beſt Hangings up? and the Plate ſet out? 
Who makes the Poſſet, Nurſe? 
7 The Dairy Maid, 
And ſhe'll put that in, will make him caper: 
Well, Madam, well, you might ha' choſe another, 
A handſomer for your Years. . 
Lady. Peace, he is rich, Nurſe, 
He is rich, and that's Beauty, 
Nurſe. J am ſure he is rotten, (gant! 
World he hag been hang'd when he firſt ſaw her. Terma- 
ly. at an an uean is this, where, 
Who looks to him? 87 on 
Toby. He is very merry, Madam, 


Mr. Wilde 


2848 The Night-Walker : Or, 


Maſter Wildbrain has him in Hand, i'th' bottom o' th? 
He ſighs and tipples. (Cellar, 
Nurſe. Alas, ggod Gentleman, 
My Heart's ſore for thee. 
Lady. Sorrow muſt have his Courſe, Sirrah, 
Give him ſome Sack to dry up his remembrance. 
How does the Bridegroom, I was afraid of him. | 
Nurſe. He is a trim Vouth to be tender of, Hemp take \ - 
Muſt my ſweet new blown Roſe find ſuch a Winter (him. 
Before her Spring be near. 
Lady. Peace, peace, thou art fooliſh. (hobbles. 
Nurſe. And dances like a Town-Top, and reels and 
Lady. Alas, good Gentleman, give him not much Wine. 
Toby. He ſhall ha'none by my Conſent. 
Lady. Are the Women comforting my Daughter ? 
Mew. Yes, yes, Madam, 
And reading to her a Pattern of true Patience, 
They read and pray for her too. 
urſe. They had need, | 
Ye had better marry her to her Grave a great deal: 
There will be Peace ard Reſt; alas poor Gentlewoman, 
Muſt ſhe become a Nurſe now in her Tenderneſs: 
Well Madam, well, my Heart bleeds, 
Lady. Thou art a Fool ſtill. 
2 Pray Heav'n I be. 
ty. And an old Fool to be vext thus. 
"Tis late, ſhe muſt to Bed, go Knave be merry, 
Drink for a Boy, away to all your Charges. [Exeunt. 
Enter Wildbrain, and Frank Heartlove. 
Wild. Do as thou wo't; but if thou doſt refuſe it 
Thou art the ſtupid'ſt Aſs, there's no long arguingy 
Time is too precious, Frank. 
Frank. I am hot with Wine, i 
And apt now to believe; but if thou doſt this 
Out of a Villany, to make me wrong her, 
As thou art prone enough. 
Wild. Does ſhe not love thee? . 
Did ſhe not cry down - right, e' en now, to part with thee? 
Had ſhe not ſwooned if I had not caught her? 
Canſt thou have more? 1 


4 


Frank. 
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Frank. 1 muſt confeſs all this. 
Wild. Do not ſtand prating, and miſdoubting, caſting, 
If ſhe go from thee now, ſhe's loſt for ever; 
Now, now ſhe's going, ſhe that loves thee going, 
> She whom thou lov'ſt. 
* Frank. Pray let me think a little. (her, 
> Wild. There is no leiſure; think when thou haſtembrac'd 
Can ſhe imagine thou didſt ever Honour her? 
Exer believe thy'Oaths, that tamely ſuffer'ſt 

An old dry Ham of Horſe-fleſh to enjoy her? 

Enjoy her Maiden-head ; take but that from her, 

That we may tel] poſterity a Man had it, 
A handſom Man, a Gentleman, a young Man, 
To ſave the Honour of our Houſe, the Credit, 
*Tis no great matter I deſire. Frank, I hear you. 
Mild. Free us both from the fear of breeding Fools 
And Ophs, got by this Shadow: we walk too long. 

* Frank. She is going to Bed, among the Women, 

What opportunity can ! have to meet her ? 


; Wild. Let me alone, haſt thoua Will? ſpeak ſoundly, 
Speak diſcreetly, ſpeak home and handſomly, 
4 Ist not Pity, nay Miſery, nay Infamy, to leave 
So rare a Pie to be cut up by a Raſcal? 
4 Frank. 1 will go ts, now, now, I ſtay thee. 

A Wil Such a dainty Doe to be taken 

By one that knows not Neck-beef from a Pheſant, 

; Nor cannot reliſh Braggat from Ambroſia. 

Is it not Conſcience ? 

Frank, Yes, yes, now I feel it. 

Wild. A meritorious thing. 
* Frank. Good Father, Wildgooſe, 
I do conſeſs it. 
3 Wild. Come then follow me, 

And pluck a Man's Heart up; I'll lock thee privately, 
| Where ſhe alone ſhall preſently pals by, 
None near to interrupt thee ; but be ſure; 
= Frank. 1 ſhall be ſure enough, lead on, and crown me. 
Mild. Nowringings in your Mind now as you 1 A 

| | it. 
Enter Lady, M aria, Juſtice, Gentlemen, Nurſe, Newlove. 
Lady. Tis time you were a- bed. Juſt. 
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Fuſt. 1 prithee Sweetheart | 
Conſider my Neceſſity, why art ſad? 
I muſt tell you a Tale in your Ear anon. 
Nurſe. Of Tom Thumb; © 
I believe that will prove your ſtiffeſt Story. 
New. | pitty the young Wench. 
1 Gent. And ſo do I too. 
2 Gent. Come, old Sticks take fire, 
- 1 Gent. But the plague is, he'll burn out inſtantly; 
Give him another Cup. 
2 Gent. Thoſe are but flaſhes, 
A Tun of Sack wonot ſet him high enough. 
Will ye to Bed? Mar. I ry 
1 Gent, Come, have a good Heart, | 
And win him like a Bowl to lye cloſe to you; 
Make your beſt uſe. | 
Fuſt. Nay prithee Duck go inſtantly, 
Fil dance a Jig or two to warm my Body. 
Enter Wildbrain. 
Wild. Tis almoſt Midnight. 
Lady. Prithee to Bed, Maria. 

Mild. Go you afore, and let the Ladies follow, 
And leave her to her Thoughts awhile, there muſt be 
A time of taking leave of theſe ſame fooleries, 
Bewailing others Maiden-heads. 

Lady. Come then, g 
WMoe'll wait in the next Room. 

Fuft. Do not tarry; 
For if thou doſt, by my troth I ſhall fall aſleep, Mall. ¶ Ex. 

Wild. Do, do, and dream of Doterels, get you to Bed 

quickly, 2 3 

And let us ha' no more ſtir, come now, no crying, 

"Tis too late now, carry your ſelves diſcreetly : 
The old Thief loves thee dearly, that's the barg 
For the reſt you muſt make your own play; nay not that 


way, 5 

They'll pull ye all to pieces for your W him-whams, 
Your Garters and your Gloves, go modeſtly, 

And privately ſteal to Bed, tis very late, Mall, 

For if you go by them ſuch a new larum. 


Mar. I know not which way to avoid em. Wild. 
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Wild. This way, 


T bis through the Cloyfters, and ſo ſteal to Bed ; 


When you are there once, all will ſeparate 


9 And give ye reſt; I came out of my pity 
To ſhew you this. 


Mar. 1 thank you. Wild. Here's the Keys, 
Go preſently and lock the Doors faſt after ye, 
That none ſhall follow. 
Mar. Good Night. 
Wild. Good Night ſweet Couſin. 
A good and ſweet Night, or I'll curſe thee, Frank. | Ex. 
Enter Frank Hartlove. (me, 
Frank. She ſtays long, ſure young Wildgooſe has abus'd 


He has made ſport wi'me, I may yet get out again, 


And I may ſee his Face once more, I ha' foul Intentions, 
But they are drawn on by a fouler dealing. 
| Enter Maria, 
Hark, hark, it was the Door, £ 
Something comes this way, wondrous ſtill and ſtealing, 
May be ſome walking Spirit to affright me. 
ar. Oh Heav'n my Fortune, X 
Frank. Tis her Voice, ſtay. 
Mar. Save me, 
Bleſs me, you better Powers. 

Frank. I am no Devil. 

Mar. Yare little better to diſturb me naw. 

Frank. My Name is Heartlove. 

Mar. Fie, fic, worthy Fricnd, 

Fie, noble Sir. | 

Frank. 1 muſt talk farther with ye, 
You know my fair Affection. 

Mar. So preſerve it; 
You kpow I am married now, for ſhame be civiller, 
Not all the Earth ſhall make me. 

Frank. Pray walk this way, 
And if you ever loy'd me. 

Mar. Take heed, Frank, | 
How you divert that Love to Hate, go home prithee. 
Frank. Shall he enjoy that, Sweet? | 
Mar. Nay pray unhand me. 
Franks 


7 
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Frank. He that never felt what Love was. 
Mar. Then I charge you ſtand farther off. 
Frank. I am tame, but let me walk wi'ye, 
Talk but a Minute. 
Mar. So your Talk be honeſt, 
And my untainted Honour ſuffer not, 
I'll walk a turn or two. 
Frank. Give me your hand then. og 
Enter Wildbrain, Fuftice, Lady, Nurſe, Gent * 
1 f Women, Newlove. 
A t. She's not in her Chamber. 
Laa. She is not here. 
| Will. And I'll tell you what I dream'd, 
* Fuſt. Give me a Torch. | 
1 Gent. Be not too haſty, Sir. 
Mild. Nay let him go: 
For if my Dream be true he muſt be ſpeedy, 
He will be trickt, and blaz'd elſe. 
Nurſe. As I am a Woman 
| I cannot blame her if ſhe take her li 
3 Would ſhe would make thee Cuckold, thou old Bully, 
ii A notorious Cuckold, for tormenting ker. 


Lady. V'i1 hang her then, 
Noſe. I' bleſs her then, ſhe does Juſtice; 
Is this old ſtinking Dogs-fleſh for her Diet ? 
1 Wild. Prithee honeſt Nurſe do not fret too much, 
1 For fear I dream you'll hang your ſelf too. 
Fuſt. The Cloiſter? 
Wild. Such was my fancy, 1 do not ſay 'tis true, 
Nor do I bid you be too confident. | 
uſt, Where are the Keys, the Keys, I ſay. 
Wild. I dream'd ſhe had 'em to lock her elf in- 
| Nurſe. What a Devil do you mean? 
Enter Servant. . 
Wild. No harm, good Nurſe be patient. 
Ser. They are not in the Window, where they uſe . 
—_— Wild. What fooliſh Dreams are theſe? 
10 Fuſt, I am mad. 
"I Wild. I hope ſo, 
'1Y If you be not mad, I'll do my beſt to make Me 
1 | "ak 


tt. Ano dt AO 


* * — 


the Little Thief. 2853 

1 Gent. This is ſome Trick. 

2 Gent. 1 ſmell the Wildgooſe. 

Fuſt. Come, Gentlemen, come quickly, I beſecch you, 
Quick as you can, this may be your Caſe, Gentlemen: 
And bring ſome Light, ſome Lights. Exit. 

Wild. Move faſter, faſter, you'll come too late elſe. 
Fl ſtay behind and pray for ye, I had rather ſhe were diſho- 
Than thou ſhould'ſt have her. (neſt 

Enter Maria and Frank. 

Mar. Y*are moſt unmanly; yet I have ſome Breath leſt 


'And this Steel to defend me, come not near me, 


For if you offer but another Violence, 
As I have Life Ill kill you; if 1 miſs that, 
n my own Heart will I execute, 
And let that fair Belief out, I had of you. (Follies: 
Frank. Moſt virtuous Maid, 1 have done, forgive my 


Pardon, O pardon, I now fee my Wickedneſs, 


And what a monſtrous Shape it puts upon me, 
On your fair Hand I ſeal. 
Enter Juſtice. 
Juſt. Down with the Door. | | 
Mar. We are betray'd; oh Frank, Frank. 

Frank, IIl die for ye. © 3 

Rather than you ſhall ſuffer, 1'll—— [ Enter all, 
Juſt. Now enter, © 

Enter ſweet Gentlemen, mine Eyes; mine Eyes, 

Oh how my Head akes. In 
1 Gent. Is it poſſible? 2 Gent. Hold her, ſhe ſinks. 
Mar. A Plot upon my Honour Is 

To poiſon my fair Name, a ftudy'd Villany : 

Farewel, as I have hope of Peace, I am honeſt. 

uſt. My Brains; my Brains, my monſtrous Brains, 
they bud ſure. | | 
Nurſe. She is gotie, ſhe is gone. 

 Fuſt, A handſome riddance of her. 

Would I could as cafily loſe her Memory. N 
Nurſe. Is this the Sweet of Martiage, have I bred thee 


For this Reward ? | 
1 Gent. Hold, hold, he's deſperate too. 1 
Vol. VI. B Jul. 
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Juſt. Be ſure ye hold him faſt, we'll bind him over 
To the next Seſſions, and if I can, PII hang him. 

Frank. Nay then I'll live to be a Terror to thee, 
Sweet Virgin Roſe farewel; Heav'n has thy Beauty, 
That's only fit for Heav'n. IL'Il live a little 
To find the Villain out that wrought this Injury, 
And then moſt bleſſed Soul, I'll climb up to thee. 
Farewel, I feel my {elf another Creature. Exit. 

Lady. Oh Miſery of Miſeries. 

Nurſe. I told ye, Madam. 

Lady. Carry her in, you will pay back her Portion? 


Juſt. No not a Penny, pay me back my Credit, 
And I'll condition, wi'ye. 


Lady. A fad Wedding, 
Her Grave mutt be her Bridal-Bed; oh Mall, 
Would I had wed thee to thy own Content, 
Then 1 had had thee ſtill, 
Fuſt. Jam mad, farewel, 
Another wanton Wife will prove a Hell. [ Exennt. 


i. 


ACT IL SCENE. I 


Enter Tom Lurcher, and his Boy. 


Lir. HAT haſt thou done? 
Bay. I have walked thr:ugh all the Lodgings. 
A Silence, as if Death dwelt there, inhabits. 
Lur. What haſt thou ſeen? * 
Boy. Nought but a {ad Confuſion, 
Every thing left in ſuch a looſe Diſorder, 
That were there twenty Thieves, they would be laden. 
Lur. Tis very well, Llike thy Care, bur 'tis ſtrange 
A wedding Night ſhould be ſo ſolitary. -» | 
Boy. Certainly there is ſome Cauſe, ſome Death or 


__—_— 


Ts tall'n ſuddenly upon ſome Friend, (Sicknels 
Or ſome ſtrange News is come. | 


Lur. Are they all a- bed? 


By, 


| Have a moſt proſperous Night; which way? 


Too have cry'd downright too, and have kept em Com- 
Or made an Errand to 1 know not whom, Sir. 


Makes a perpetual motion in my Fingers, 


3 Let's handle it with ſuch an Excellence 
As if we would bring thieving into Honour: 
We muſt diſguiſe, to fright theſe reverend Watches. 


=X Such. noiſe i'the carrizge we may be ſnap'd. 
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Boy. I think ſo, and ſound aſleep, unleſs it be 
Some Women that keep watch in a low Parlor, 
And drink, and weep, I know not to what end. 
Lur. Where's all the Plate? 
Boy. Why lockt up in that Room: 
I ſaw the old Lady, e' er ſhe went to Bed, 
Put up her Plate, and ſome of the rich Hangings 
In a ſmall long Cheſt, and Chains and Rings are there too, 
It ſtands cloſe by the 'Table on a Form. 
' Lyur. Twas a good notice, didſt thou ſee the Men? 
Boy. I ſaw them fad too, and all take their leaves, 
> But what they ſaid I was too far to hear, Sir. 
Lur. Tis daintily diſcover'd, we ſhall certainly 


Boy. A cloſe one, 
A Back-Door, that the Women have left open, 
To go in and ouvto fetch Neceſſaries, 
Cloſe on the Garden fide. 
L.ur. I love diligence: 
Wert thou not fearful? 
Boy. Fearful? I'll be hang d firſt. 
'Lur. Say they had ſpied thee. 
Boy, I was then determin'd (pany, 


As one that had an intereſt in their Sadneſs, 
Lur. My dainty Boy, let us diſcharge; that Plate 


Till I have faſt bold of it. 
Bay. Pray be wiſe, Sir, do't handſomly, be not greedy, 


Lur. Still my bleſt Boy. | 
Boy. And clear the Room of drunken Jealouſics, 
The Cheſt is of ſome weight, and we may make 


Lur. Come open, here's a Devil's Face. 

Bay. No, no, Sir, we'll have no ſhape ſo terrible, 
We will not do the Devil ſo much pleaſure A 
3 B 2 © 
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To have him face our Plot. 
Lur. A winding Sheet then. 
Boy. That's too cold a Shift, 
T would not wear the Reward of my Wickedneſs; 


I wonder you are an old Thief, and no cunninger, 
Where's the long Cloak? 


Lur. Here, here. 
Boy. Give me the Turbant - 
And the falſe Beard: I hear ſome coming this way; 
Stoop, ſtoop, and let me fit upon your Shoulders, 
And now as I direct, ſtay, let them enter, 
And when I touch move forward, make no Noiſe, 
Enter Nurſe and Toby. (Nick. 
Nurſe. Oh *tis a ſad time, all the burnt Wine is burnt 
Toby. We may thank your dry Chaps for't, the Ca- 
nary's gone too, 
No Subſtance for a ſorrowful Mind tq work upon, 
I cannot mourn in Beer, if ſhe ſhou'd walk now, 
As diſcontented Spirits are wont to do. 
Nurſe. And meet us in the Cellar. 
Toby. What fence have we with ſingle Beer againſt her? 
What Heart can we defic the Devil with? 
Nurſe. The March Beer's open. bl F 
Toby. A Fortification of March Beer will do well, 
J muſt confeſs 'tis a moſt mighty Armour, 
For I preſume I cannot pray. 
Nurſe. Why, Nicholas ? 
Toby. We Coachmen have ſuch tumbling Faiths, no 
Can go an even Pace. | (Prayers 
Nurſe. Hold up your Candle. 
Toby. Verily Nurſe, I have cry d ſo much 
For my young Miſtrefs, that is mortify'd, 
That if I have no more Sack to ſupport me, 
I ſhall even ſleep; heiho, for another Flagon; 
Theſe Purials and Chriſtnings are the mournful Matters, 
And they ask more Drink. . 
Nurſe. Drink to a ſad Heart's needful. bY 
Toby. Mine's ever fad, for I am ever dry, Nurſe. 


Nurſe, 
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Nurſe. Methinks the Light burns blue, Iprithee ſnuff it, 
There's a Thief in't, I think. 
Toby. There may be one near it. 
Nurſe. What's that that moves there, i' th Name of- 
icholas? 5 
That thing that walks. 
Toby. Would I had a Ladder to behold it, 
Mercy upon me, the Ghoſt of one o'th* Guard ſure, 
"Tis the Devil by his Claws, he ſmells of Brimſton:, 
Sure he farts Fire, what an Earthquake I have in me; 
Out with thy Prayer-Book, Nurſe. 
Nurſe. It tell 'th' frying Pan, and the Cat's cat it. 
Toby. I have no Power to pray; it grows ſtill longer, 
*Tis Steeple high now, and it fails away Nurſe, 
Let's call the Butler up, for he ſpcaks Latine, 
And that will daunt the Devil: 1 am blaſted, 
My Belly's grown to nothing. 
Nurſe, Fie, fie, Toby. Exit. 
Boy. So let them go, and whilſt they are aſtoniſh'd, 
Let us preſently upon the reſt now ſuddenly. 
Lur. Off, off, and up again when we are near the 
Art ſure thou know'ſt the Cheſt? (Parlor; 
Boy. Though it were i'th' dark, Sir, 
I can go to't. 
Luar. On then, and be happy. [ Exit, 
Enter Toby. Hy 
Toby. How my Haunches quake, is the thing here ſtill? 
Now can l out-do any Button-maker at his own Trade, 
I have fifteen Fits of an Ague, Nurſe, tis gone I hope, 
The hard-hearted Woman has left me alone. Nurſe —- 
And ſhe knows too I ha but a lean Conſcience to keep 
me Company, [ Noiſe within. 
The Devil's among em in the Partour ſure, | 
The Ghoſt three Stories high, he has the Nurſe ſure, 
He is boiling of her Bones now, hark how ſhe whiſtles: 
There's Gentlewomen within too, how will they do? 
Il ro the Cook, for he was drunk laſt Night, 
And now he is valiant, he is a-kin to th* Devil too, 
And fears no Fire. | 


B 3 Enter 


* At. * 
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Euter Lurcher and Boy. 
Lur. No Light? 4 
Boy. None left, Sir, | | 
They are gone, and carried all the Candles with 'em, 
Their fright is infinite, let's make good uſe on't, 
We muſt be quick, Sir, quick, or the Houſe will riſe elſe. 
Lur. Was this the Cheſt? | 
Boy. Yes, yes. 
Eur. There was two of 'em, 
Or miſtake. | 
Boy. I know the right, no ſtay, Sir, 
Nor no Diſcourſe, but to our labour luſtily, 
Put to your ſtrength and make as little noiſe, 
Then preſently out at the back Door. 
Lur. Come, Boy; 
Come happy Child, and let me hug thy Excellence, | Exe. 
Enter Wildbrain. 
Wild. W hat thouſand noiſes paſs thro' all the Rooms? 
What cries and hurries? ſure the Devil's drunk, 
And tumbles through the Houſe; my Villanies, 
That never made me apprehend before 
Danger or Fear, a little now moleſt me; 
My Couſin's Death firs heavy o' my Conſcience, 
Would I had been half hang'd when I hammer'd it. 
T aim'd at a living Divorce, not a Burial, 
That Frank might have had ſome hope; hark till, 
In every Room Confuſion, they are all mad, 
Moſt certain all ſtark mad within the Houle, 
A Puniſhmenr inflicted for my lewdnels, 
That I might have the more ſenſe of my Miſchief, 
And run the more mad too; my Aunt is hang'd ſure, 
Sure hang'd her ſelf, or elſe the Fiend has fetch'd her. 
I heard a hundred cries, the Devil, the Devil, 
Then roaring, and then tumbling, all the Chambers 
Are a meer Babel, or another Bedlam. 
What ſhould I think? I ſhake my ſelf too: 


Can the Devil find no time, but when we are merry? 


Here's ſomething comes. 
Enter Newlove. 
New, Oh that I had ſome Company, 
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I care not what they were, to caſe my Miſery, 
To comfort me. 


Wild. Whoſe that? 
New. Again? nay then receive 
Wild. Hold, hold, I am no Fury. 
The Merchant's Wife. 
New. Are ye a Man? Pray Heav'n ye be, 
Wild. I am. | 
New. Alas 1 have met, Sir, 
The ſtrangeſt things to Night. 
Wild. Why do you ſtare? 
New. Pray comfort me, and put your Candle out, 
For if I ſee the Spirit again I dic for't. 
And hold me faſt, or I ſhall ſhake to Pieces elſe. 
Wild. I'll warrant you, I'll hold ye, 
Hold ye as tenderly; I have put the Light out, 
Retire into my Chamber, there Vil watch wiye, 
I'll keep you from all Frights. 
New. And will ye keep me? 
W:14. Keep you as ſecure, Lady. (us. 
New. You muſt not wrong me then, the Devil will have 
Wild. No, no, I'll love you, then the Devil will fearus. 
For he tears all that love; pray come in quickly, 
For this is the malicious Houſe he walks in, | 
The Hour he blaſts ſweet Faces, lames the Limbs in 
Depraves the Senſes; now within this half Hour 
He will have Power to turn all Citizens Waves 
Into ſtrange Creatures, Owls, and long Tail'd Monkics, 
Jays, Pies, and Parrots, quickly, 1 ſmell his Brimſtone. 
New. It comes again,l am gone, ſhift for your Ty — 
xir. 
Wild. Sure this whole Night is nothing but Illuſion, 
Here's nothing comes, all they are mad, damn'd Devil 
To drive her back again, c had been thy Policy 
To have let us alone, we might have done ſome fine thing 
To have made thy hel- hood laugh, 'tis a dainty Wench, 
If I had her again, not all your fellow Goblins, 
Nor all their Claws ſhould 1 her hence, I'II ſtay ſtill, 


May be her Fright will bring her back again, 
B 4 Enter 


Yer I will hope. 
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Enter Toby. 

Toby. I can find no Bed, no Body, nor no Chamber, 
Sure theyarealli'th'Cellar, and I cannot find that neither, 
Lam led up and down like a tame Aſs, my Light's out, 
And I grope up and down like blind Man buffe, 

And break my Face, and break my Pate, | 

Wild. It comes again, ſure 
I ſee the Shadow, of have faſter Hold now 
Sure ſhe is mad, l long to lye with a mad Woman, 
She muſt needs have rare new Tricks. 

Tovy. | hear one whiſper, 

Tf it be the Devil now to allure me into his Clutches, 
For Devils have a kind of Tone like Crickets, 


I have a Glimpſe of her Guiſe, tis ſhe would ſteal me, . 


But I'll ſtand ſure. 

Toby. I havebyt a Dram of Wit left, 
And that's even ready to run; oh for my Bed now. 

Wild. She nam'd a Bed, [ like that, ſhe repents ſure, 
Where is ſhe now? | 

Toby. Who's that ? 

Wild. Are you there; In, in, in preſently. 

Toby. T feel his Talents through me, | 
*Tis an old haggard Devil, what will he do with me? 

Hild. Let me kiſs thee firſt, quick, quick. 

oby. A leacherous Devil. 
Wild. What a hairy Whore tis, ſure ſhe has a Muffler. 
Toby. If I ſhould have a young Satan by him, for 1 
dare not deny him, 

In what Caſe were 1? Who durſt deliver me? 

Wild. 'Tis but my Fancy, ſhe is the ſame, in quickly, 
gently, my Sweet Girl. | 
Toby. Sweet Devil, be good to me. [ Exeunt. 

Ener Tom Lurcher and Boy, 

Lur. Where's my Love, Boy, 

Boy. She's coming with a Candle, 
To ſee our happy Prize. | | 

Lur. I am cruel weary. 

Boy. I cannot blame ye, Plate is yery heavy 
To carry without Light or Help. Et 
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Lur. The fear too 
At every ſtumble to be dtſcover'd, Boy, 
At every Cough to raiſe a Conſtable; 
Well, we'll be merry now. 
Boy. We have ſome reaſon; 
Things compaſs d without fear or eminent danger, 
Aͤre too luxurious, Sir, to live upon. | 
Mony and Wealth got thus are as full venture, 
And carry in their Nature as much Merit 
As his, that digs em our o'th* Mine, they laſt too 
Scaſon'd with Doubts and Dangers moſt deliciouſly, 
” Riches that fall upon us are too ripe, 
And dull our Appetites. | 
> Lnur. Moſt learned Child. 
'= AMift. You're welcome, where have you leſt it 2 
Lur. In the next Room, hard by. 
Aiſt. Is it Plate all? 
Lur. All, all, and Jewels: I am monſtrous weary, 
> Prithee let's go to Bed. | g 
Miſt. Prithee let's ſee it firſt. 
Lur. To Morrow's a new Day, Sweet. 
> Miſt, Yes, to melt it, 
But let's agree to Night, how it ſhall be handled, 
I'll have a new Gown. 
- > Cur. That have any thing. 
Mit. And ſuch a riding Suit as Miſtreſs Newlove's : 
> What though I be no Gentlewoman born, / 
I hope I may atchieve it by my carriage. 
Lur. Thou ſay'ſt right. 
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1 Miſt. You promis d me a Horſe too, and a Lackquey. 
4 4 Lur. Thou ſhalt have Horſes ſix, and a Poſtilion. 
©: AMift. That will be ſtately, Sweet- heart; a Poſtilion. 
1 Lur. Nay, we'll be in faſhion; he ſhall ride before us 
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In Winter, with as much dirt would damp a Musket ; 
> The inſide of our Coach ſhall be of Scarlet. 

Miſt. That will be dear. 

Lur. There is a Dye projecting 


Will make it cheap, Wench; come thou ſhalt have any 
3 thing. | : 
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Miſt. Where is this Cheſt? I long, Sweet, to behold 

Our Indies. | 
Boy. Miſtreſs, let's melt it firſt, and then ' tis fit 

You ſhould diſpoſe it, then 'tis ſafe from danger. 

Miſt, I'll be a loving Miſtreſs to my Boy too. 

Now fetch it in, and let's rejoice upon't. | | 
Boy. Hold your Light, Miſtreſs, we may ſee to enter. 
Miſt. Ha, what's here? call you this a Cheſt? * 
Boy. We ha' miſs'd, Sir; 

Our haſte and want of light made us miſtake. 

Mift. A very Coffin. 

Lur. How! a Coffin? Boy, *tis very like one. 

Boy. The Devil ow'd us a ſhame,and now he has paid us. 

Mit. Is this your Treaſure? | 

Boy. Bury me alive in't. 

Lur. It may be there is no room. 

Miſt. Nay, I will ſearch it: 
T'll ſee what Wealth's within. — 4 Womar's Face, 
And a fair Woman's. 

Boy. I cannot tell, Sir, 

Belike this was the Sadneſs that poſſeſs'd em ; 

The Plate ſtood next, I'm ſure. 

Lur. I ſhake, I ſhake, Boy, what a cold Sweat 
Boy. This may work, what will become on's, Sir? 
Miſt. She is cold, dead cold; d'ye find your Conſcience, 

D'ye bring your Gillians hither — nay, ſhe's puniſh'd, 

Your conceal'd Love's cas'd up? 

Lur. *Tis Maria, the very ſame, the Bride, new horror! 
Miſt. Theſe are fine tricks,you hope ſhe's in a Swoon, 

Bur ll take order ſhe ſhall ne'er recover 

To bore my Noſe; come, take her up and bury her 

Quickly, or I'll cry out; take her up inſtantly, 
Lur. Be not fo haſty, Fool, that may undo us; 

We may be in for Murder fo; be patient, | 

Thou ſeeſt ſhe's dead, and cannot injure thee. 

Miſt. 1 am ſure ſhe ſhall not. 
Boy. Be not, Sir, dejected, | 

Too much a ſtrange miſtake! this had not been elſe, 

It makes me almoſt weep to think upon't. 14 2 


Lear. 
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Lur. What an unlucky Thief am 1? 
Miſt. I'll no conſidering, either beſtir your ſelf, or- 
Lur. Hold. 
Miſt. Let it not ſtay, to ſmell then, I will not 
Indure the ſtink of a Rival. 
Lur. Would 'twere there again. 
Boy. We muſt bury her, 
Lur, But were o'th' ſuddes, or with what Providence, 
That no Eyes watch us. 
Miſt. Take a Spade and follow me, 
The next fair ground we meet, make the Church-yar4; 
As 1 live, I'll ſee her lodg'd. [ Exit. 
Lur. It muſt be ſo, 
How heavy my Heart is, I ha' no life left. 
Boy. I am paſt thinking too, no underſtanding, 
Thar I ſhould miſs the right Cheſt. 
Lur. The happy Cheſt. 
Boy. That which I ſaw and mark'd too. 
Lur. Well, Paſſion wo'not help us, 
Had I twenty falls for this? 
Boy. Twas my Fault, Sir. 
And twenty thouſand fears for this, o'th' Devil, 
Now could I curſe, well, we have her now, 
And mult diſpoſe her. 
Enter Miſtreſs. 
Miſt. Hang both for two blind Buzzards, here's a Spade, 
Quickly, or I'll call the Neighbours : 
There's no remedy, 
Would the poor hungry Priſoners had this Paſty. [ Exe. 
Enter Fuſtice, and a Servant with a Light. 
Ser. *'T was a ſtrange miſchance, Sir. 
Juſt. Miſchance, ſayſt? No, twas Happineſs to me, 
There's ſo much Charge ſav'd,I have her Portion, 
Fi] marry twenty more on ſuch conditions. 
Ser.. Did it not trouble you, Sir, 
To ſee her dead? 
Fuſt, Not much, I thank my Conſcience; 
] was tormented 'till that happen'd, Furies 
Were in my Brain to think my felf a Cuckold 
At that time of the Night: 


When I come home, I charge you ſhut my Doors, 
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Locks, Bolts, and Bars, are little enough to ſecure me. 
Ser. Why, and pleaſe you? 
uft. Fool, to ask that queſtion; 
To keep out Women, I expect her Mother 
Will viſit me with her Clamours, oh I hate 
Their noiſe, and do abhor the whole Sex heartily ; 
They are all walking Devils, Harpyes : I will ſtudy 
A Week together how tomrail ſufficiently 
Upon em all, and that I may be furniſh'd, 
Thou ſhalt buy all the railing Books and Ballads, 
That Malice hath invented againſt Women, 
I will read nothing elſe, and practiſe em, 
Till I grow fat with Curſes. 
Ser. If you'll go 
To th' Charge, let me alone to find you Books. 
Juſt. They come near us. 
Ser. What's that? 
Juſt. Where? hold up the Torch, Knave. 
Ser. Did you hear nothing, tis a fond 
Fuſt. Why doſt make a ſtand? 
Ser. What's that? 
Fuſt. Where, where, doſt ſee any thing? 
We are hard by the Church- yard, and I was never 
Valiant at midnight in ſuch irkſome places; 
They ſay Ghoſts walk ſometimes, hark, dye hear nothing? 
Enter Lurcher, Boy and Miſtreſs. ; 
Aiſt. No farther, dig here, and lay her in quickly. 


Lur. What light is that, Boy? we ſhall be diſcover'd; 
Set the Coffin y an end, and get behind me, | 
There's no avoiding. 


Boy. Oh! 

Fuſt. Where's that Groan? I begin to be afraid. 

Ser. What ſhall we do, Sir? 

Juſt. We are almoſt at home now, thou muſt go forward, 
Perhaps 'twas my Imagination, 

Lur. Tis he? | 

Boy. I know him too, let me alone. 

Ser. Oh Sir, aGhoſt, the very Ghoſt of Miſtreſs Bride, 


I have no power to run away. 


Juſt. 
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Juſt. Curſed Ghoſt, bleſs me, preſerve me, 
I do command thee what ſo-e*cr thou art, 
I do conjure thee leave me; do not fright me; 
If thou be'ſt a Devil vex me not ſo ſoon, 
If thou beꝰſt 
The Spirit of my Wife. 

Boy. Thy Wife. 

Juſt. I ſhall be tormented. 

Boy. Thy abus'd Wife, that cannot peaceably 
Enjoy her Death, thou haſt an eyil Conſcience. 

Juſt, I know it. 

Boy. Among thy other Sins, which black thy Soul, 
Call to thy Mind thy Vow made to another, 
Whom thou haſt wrong'd, and make her Satisfaction 
Now I am dead, thou perjur'd Man; or elſe 
A thouſand black Tormentors ſhall purſue thee, 
Until thou leap into eternal Flames 
Where Gold which thou ador'ſt here on Earth 
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Melted, the Fiends ſhall power into thy Throat; 


For this time paſs, go home and think upon me. 

Lur. Away. 

Ser: There are more Spirits. 

Juſt. Thank you dear Wife, 

I'll beſtow twenty Nobles of a Tomb for thee, 
Thou ſhalt not walk and catch Cold after Death. 

[They go backward in. 
Lur. So, ſo, they're gone, twas my ingenious Raſcal: 
But how doſt thou know he made Vows to another ? 

Boy. I over-heard the Woman talk to Night on't 
But now let's loſe no time, Sir, pray let's bury 
This Gentlewoman. Where's my Miſtreſs? 

Enter Miſtreſs. 

Miſt. Here, I durſt not tarry. | 
Tur. We ha ſo cozen'd the old forty i'th* hundred, 
And the Devil hinder him not, he'll go a Pilgrimage; 
But come, about our Buſineſs, ſet her down again. 

Mar. Oh! 

Lur. She groans, ha. 

Mar. Oh! | 

Tir, Again, ſhe ſtirs, 


Miſt. 


vey 
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Miſt. Let's fly, or elſe we ſhall be torn in pieces. 
Lur. And you be good at that, bury your ſelf, 

Or let the Sexton take ye for his Fee. 

Away, Boy. [ Exit, 
Mar. I am very cold, dead cold; 

Where am 1? What's this? a Coffin? where have l been? 


Mercy defend me: Ha? I do remember 


I was betray'd, and ſwounded, my Heart akes, 

I am wondrous hungry too, dead Bodies eat not 

Sure I was meant for burial, I am frozen; 

Death, like a cake of Ice, dwells round about me; 
Darkneſs ſpreads o'er the World too; where? what Path? 


| Beft Providence direct me. Exit. 


— — 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


Enter Lady, Wildbrain, Women, and Toby. 
Lady. TI art the moſt unfortunate Fellow. 
Lad 


Wild. Why, Aunt, what have I done? 
ly. The moſt malicious Varler, 
Thy wicked Head never at reſt, but hammering 
And hatching helliſh things, and to no purpoſe, 
So thou mayſt have thy baſe Will. 
Wild. Why do you rail thus? 


Cannot a ſcurvy accident fall out, 


Bur I muſt be at one end on't? 

Lady. Thou art at both ends. 

Wild. Cannot young ſullen Wenches play the Fools, 
And marry, and dye, but I muſt be the Agent? 
All that I did (and if that be an injury, * 
Let the World judge it) was but to perſwade her, 
And, as I take it, I was bound to it too, 
To make the reverend Coxcomb her Husband Cuckold: 
W hat elſe could I adviſe her? was there harm i'this? 
You are of Years, and have run through Experience, 
Would you be content, if you were young again, 
To have a continual Cough grow to your Pillow ? 


A. 
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A Rottenneſs, that Vaults are Perfumes to, 
Hang in your Roof, and like a Fog infect you? 
Anointed Hams, to keep his Hinges turning, 
Reek ever in your Noſe, and twenty Night Caps, 
With twenty ſeveral Sweats? 

Toby. Some Jew, ſome Juſtice, 
A thouſand Heathen ſmells to ſay truth, Madam, 


And would you mellow my young pretty Miſtreſs 
In ſuch a miſ-ken? r 


Lady. Sirrah, 
Where's the Body of my Girl? 
Wild. I know not, 
I am no Conjurer, you may look the Body, 
I was like to be ſtol'n away my ſelf, rhe Spirit 
Had like to ha' ſurpris'd me in the ſhape of a Woman, 
Of a young Woman, and you know thoſe are dangerous. 
Toby. So had I, Madam, ſimply though I ſtand here, 
I had been raviſh'd too: I had twenty Spirits, 
In every corner of the Houſe a Fiend met me. 
Lady. You lye like Raſcals, 
Was Miſtreſs Newlove ſuch a Spirit, Sir, 
To fright your Worſhip? 
Well, | diſcharge you, Sir, you're now at liberty, 
Live where you pleaſe, and do what pranks you fancy, 
You know your Subſtance: though you are my Nephew, 
I am no way bound, Sir, to protect your miſchief : 
So fare you well. 
Wild. Farewel, good Aunt, I thank you, 
Adicu honeſt Nick; the Devil, if he have Power, 
Will perſecute your old Bones for this Marriage, 
Farewel Miſtreſs Win. 
Toby. And ſhall we part with dry Lips? 
Shall we that have been Fellow Devils together 
Flinch for an old Woman's Fart ? 
Mild. Tis a finetimea Night too, but we muſt part, Nick. 
Toby. Shall we never ring again? ne'er toſs the Tenor, 
And roul the Changes into a Cup of Clarret ? 
You ſhall not want what cer | lay my Hands on, 
As I am ſure Automedon the Coachman, 
Shall be diſtributed ; bear up, I ſay, hang Sorrow, * 
ive 
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Give me that Bird abroad that lives at Pleaſure- 
my the Butler's true, the Cook a reverend Trojan, 
The Faulkner ſhall ſell his Hawks, and ſwear they were 
rotten, 


There be ſome wandring Spoons, that may be met with, 


I'll pawn a Coach Horſe, peace, utter no Sentences. 
The Harſhneſs ſhall be us'd in our Wars alſo; 

Or ſhall I drive her (tell me but your will now, 
Say but the Word) over ſome rotten Bridge, 

Or by a Marl-Pit fide, ſhe may flip in daintily, 


Let me alone for my {clf. 


Wild. No, no, farewel Toby, 
Farewel ſpiny Nicholas, no ſuch thing, 
There be ways i th' World, if you ſee me 
A day or two hence, may be we'll crack a Quart yet; 
And pull a Bell, commend to the Houſhold; 
Nay, cry not Toby, twill make thy Head giddy. 
Toby. Sweet Maſter Wildbrain. | 
Wild. No more, Toby, go, the Times may alte: 
But where's the Coarſe of my dead Couſin, 
(If ſhe be dead) 1 hop'd 'thad but diſſembled, 
That fits heavy here: Toby, honeſt Toby, 
Lend me thy Lanthorn, I forgot *twas dark, 
I had need look to my ways now. 
Toby. Take a Lodging with me to Night in the Stable, 


And ride away to Morrow with one of the Horſes, 


Next your Heart, pray do. (der, 
Wild No, good Night good Neighbour Tol, Iwill wan 

I ſcorn to {ſubmit my ſelf, e' er I have rambled, 
But whither, or with what, that's more material; 
No matter, and the worſt come, it is but ſtealing, 
And my Aunt wo'not ſee me hang'd forher own Credit, 
And farewel in a Halter coſts me nothing. [¶[EExit. 

Enter Frank Heartlove. 

| Frank. The Night, and all the Evil the Night covers, 


The Goblins, - Haggs, and the black Spawn of Darkneſs, 


Cannot fright me; no Death, I dare thy Cruelty. 

For I am weary both of Life and Light too; 

Keep my Wits, Heay'n, they ſay Spirits appear 
| To 
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To melancholy Minds, and the Graves open, 

would fain ſec the fair Maria's Shadow, 

But ſpeak unto her Spirit cer I dy'd, 

But ask upon my Knees a Mercy from her; 

I was a Villain, but her wretched Kinſman, 

That ſer his Plot, ſhall with his Heart Blood ſatisfie 

Her injur'd Life and Honour. What Lighr's this? 
Enter Wildbrain with 4 Lanthorn. 

Wild. It is but melancholy walking thus; 

The Tavern Doors are baracado'd too, 

Where I might drink 'till Morn in Expectation; 

I cannot meet the Watch neither; nothing in 

The Likeneſs of a Conſtable, whom 1 might, 

In my Diſtreſs, abuſe, and ſo be carry'd, 

For want of other Lodging, to the Counter. 

Frank. Tis his Voice, Fate I thank thee. 

Wild. Ha, who's that? and thou be'ſt a Man ſpeak: 
Frank Heertlove, then I bear my Deſtinies; 

Thou art the Man of all the World 1 wiſh'd for; 
My Aunt has turn'd me out a-doors, ſhe has, 

At this unchriſtian Hour, and I do walk 
Merhinks like Guide Faux with my dark Lanthorn, 
Stealing to ſet the Town afire ; th? Country 

L ſhould be ta'en for Villiam o'the Wiſpe, 

Or, Robin Good-Fellow ;, and how doſt Frank? 

Frank. The worſe for you. 

Wild. Come, thou'rt a Fool; art going to thy Lodging? 
I'm lye with thee to Night, and tell thee Stories, 
How many Devils we ha met withal; 

Our Houle is haunted, Frank, whole Legions, 
I ſaw fifty for my Share. 

Frank. Didſt not fright 'em? (cientlv. 

Wild. How, fright em? No they frighted me ſuffi- 

Frank. Thou hadſt Wickedneſs enough to make them 
And be afraid o'thee, malicious Devil (ſtare, 
And draw thy Sword, for by 4aria's Soul, 

I will not let thee ſcape to do more Miſchief, 

Wild. Thap art mad, what doſt mean? 

Frank. To kill thee, nothing elſe will eaſe my Anger, 
The Injury is freſh, 1 blecd withal, 

Vor. VI. ns Nor 
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Nor can that Word expreſs it, there's no Peace in't, 
Nor muſt it be forgiven, but in Death; 

Therefore call up thy Valour, if thou'ſt any, 

And ſummon up thy Spirits to defend thee; 

Thy Heart mutt ſuffer for thy damn'd Practices, 
Againſt thy noble Couſin, and my Innocence. 

Wild. Hold, heara Word; did I do any thing 
But for your good, that you might have her, 

That in that deſperate time | might :1edeem her, 
Although with thew of Loſs. 
Frank. Out, ugly Villain, 
Fling on her the moſt hated Name of W hore 
To the Worlds Eye, and face it out in Courteſie, 
Bring him to ſee't, and make me drunk to attempt it. 
| Enter Maria. 
Mar. I hear ſome Voices this way. 

Frank. No more, if you can pray, do it as you fight. 

Mar. What new Fiights oppoſe me? I have heard 

Wild. *Tis my Fortune. (that Tongue. 
You could not take me in a better time, Sir, 

I ha nothing to loſe but the Love I lent thee, 
My Lite my Sword protect. | 

Mar. | know 'em both, but to prevent their Ruins, 
Mutt not diſcover Stay Men moſt deſperate; 
The Miſchief you are forward to commit, 

Will keep me from my Grave, and tie my Spirit 
To endleſs Troubles elle. 

Wild. Ha, tis her Ghoſt. 

Frank, Maria? 

Mar. Hear me both, each Wound you make 
Runs through my Soul, and is a new Death to me, 
Each threatning Danger will affright my Reſt; 

Look on me Heartlove, and my Kinſman view me 

Was I nor late, in my unhappy Marriage, 

_ Sufficient miſerable? Full of all Misfortunes ? 

But you muſt add, with you moſt impious Angers, 

Unto my ſlceping Duſt this Inſolence? 

Would you teach Time to ſpeak eternally 

Of my Diſgraces; make Records to keep em, 

Keep them in Braſs? Fight then, and kill my Mogan: 
475 88 ight 
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Fight deadly both, and let your bloody Swords, 
Through my reviv'd and reeking Infamy, 
(That never ſhall be purg'd) find your own Ruins. 
Heartlove, 1 lov'd thee once, and hop'd again 
In a more bleſſed Love to meet thy Spirit: 
If thou kill'ſt him, thou art a Murtherer, 
And Murther ſhall never inherit Heay*n: 
My time is come, my conceal'd Grave expects me, 
Fare wel, and follow not, your Feet are bloody, 
And will pollute my Peace. I hope they are melted, 
This is my way ſure. Le.. 
Frank. Stay, bleſſed Soul. 
Wild. Would ſhe had come ſooner, and ha ſav'd ſome 
Frank. Doſt bleed? (Blood, 
Wild Yes, certainly, I can both ſee and feel it. 
Frank. Now I well hope it is not dangerous; 
Give me thy Hand, as Honour guides me, 
III know thee again. 
Wild. I thank thee heartily 
I know not where to get a Surgeon; 
This Viſion troubles me, ſure the is living, 
And I was fooliſh blind, I could not find it; 
I bleed apace ſtill, and my Heart grows heavy, 
If I go far I faint, VII knock at this Houle, 
They may be charitable, would *twere perfect Day: 
Enter Miſtreſs. 
Miſt. *Tis not he: What would you, Sir? 
Wild. 1 would crave a little Reſt, Lady, 
And for my Hurts ſome Surgery, Il am a Gentleman 
That Fortune of a Fight — 
Miſt. A handſome Gentleman, 
Alas he bleeds, a very handſome Gentleman. 
Wild. A ſweet young Wench, beſhrew my Hearta fair 
Fortune has made me ſome Recompence, (one; 
Aft. Pray come in, the Air is hurtful for you, 
Pray let me lead you, I'll have a Bed for you preſently, 


I'll be your Surgeon too, alas ſweet Gentleman. 


Wild.] feel no Hurts, the Morning comes too faft now. 
Miſt. Softly, I beſeech you. Exit. 
C 2 Euter 
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Enter Lady and Toby. 


Toby. He is not up yet, Madam, what meant you 
To come forth ſo early? D | 


Lady. You Blockhead ; 
Your Eyes are ſow'd up ſtill, they cannot ſee 
When it is Day: Oh my poor Maria! 
Where be the Women? 
Toby. They ſaid they would follow us. 
Ledy. He ſhall not laugh thus at my Miſery, 
And kill my Child, and ſteal away her Body, 


And keep her Portion too. 


Toby. Let him be hang'd for't, 
You have my Voice. 
Lady. Theſe Women not come yet? 
A Son-in-law, I'll keep a Conjurer, 
Bur I'll find out his Knavery. 
Toby. Do, and I'll help him. 
And if he were here, this Whip ſhould conjure him, 
Here's a Capias, and it catch hold on's Breech, 
I'd make him ſoon believe the Devil were there. 
Lady. An old Uſurer. | 
Toby. He marry'd the Mony, that's all he look'd for; 
For your Daughter, let her ſink or ſwim, 
Lady. I'll ſwim him; 
This is his Houſe, I wonder they ſtay thus, 
That we might rail him out on's Wits. 
Toby. They'll come, | 
Fear not, Madam, and bring Clappers with em, 
Or ſome have loſt their old wont; 1 have heard, 
No Diſparagement to your Ladyſhip, ſome o'their Tongues 
Like Tom-a-Lincoln, threc Miles off. 
Lady. Oh fie, 
How tedious are they? 
Toby. W hat and we' loſt no time, / 
You and I ſhall make a ſhift to begin with him, 
And tune our Inſtruments *till the Conſort ccme 
To make up the full Noiſe, I'll knock. d 
5 Who's that rapt ſo ſaucily? (down, 
Toby. Tis I, Toby, come down, or elſe we'll fetch you 
Alas, this is but the Saints-Bell, here's 3 


And if you pleaſe we'll fire the Houle. 
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Wo will commit no Outrage, he's a Lawyer, 


And arm your ſelves, Hell is broke looſe upon us. (there, 
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Will ring you another Peal; come down, I ſay. 


Fuſt. Some new Fortifications, look to my Doors, 
Put double Barrs, I will not have her enter, 
Nor any of her Tribe, they come to terrifie me: 
Keep out her Tongue too, if you can. 

Lady. I hear you, 
And I will ſend my Tongue up to your Worſhip, 
The Eccho of it ſhall flye o'er the Street; 
My Daughter that thou killedſt with Kindneſs, Few, 
That thou betray'dfi to Death, thou double Jem, 
And after ſtoll'ſt her Body. 

Toby. Jew's too good for him. 

Juſt. I deſie you both; 
y Daughter plaid the Villain, and betray'd me. 
etray'd my Honour, 
Lady. Honour, Raſcal, 
And let that bear an Action, I'll try it with thee, 
Honour? 

Toby. Oh Reprobate! 

Lady. Thou muſty Juſtice, 
Buy an honourable Halter and hang thy ſelf. 

Toby. A worſhipful Rope's end is too good for him. 


Lady. Get Honour that way, thou'lt dic a Dog elſe. 
Toby. Come and be whipr firſt. 


Laiy. Where is her Portion? 


Enter Nurſe and Women. 
Fuſt. Where I'll keep it ſafely. 
Nurſe. Traitor, thou ſhalt not keep it. 
Juſt. More of the Kennel? Put more Bolts to the Doors 


Toby. I am glad y'are come, we'll blow the Houſe 
Lady. Oh Nurſe, I have ſuch Cauſe (down. 


Mom. Villain, Viper; although you had no Cauſe, 
we are bound to help. 


Nurſe. Ves, and believe, we come not here to examine, 


7uft, Call the Conſtable. 
Toby. A charitable Motion, Fire is comfortable. 
Lady. No, no, we'll only let him know our Minds, 


2 3 6 Put. 
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Fuſt. Give me my Musket. 
Lady. Where's my Daughter's Body, 
That I may bury it ? 
Wome. Speak, or we'll bury thee. 
Nurſe. Alive, we'll bury thee, ſpeak old Iniquity. 
Toby. Bury him alive by all Means for a Teſtimony. 
Fuſt. Their Voices make my Houle reel, oh for Officers, 
I am in a Dream, thy Daughter's Spirit 
Walks a Nights, and troubles all the Neighbours: 
Go hirea eg goo I'll ay no more. 


Lady. The Law ſhall ſay more. 3 
Vom. Nurſe. We are Witneſſes, 3 


And if thou be'ſt not hang'd — 8 
Enter Lurcher and Boy. 4 
Lur. Buy a Book of good Manners, & 

A thort Book of good Manners. 3 
By. Buy a Ballad, a Ballad of the Maid was got with Y 
Toby. That might ha been my Caſe laſt Night,(Child. 

I'll ha't, what e'er it coſt me. | I 1 
Boy. A Ballad of the Witches hang'd at Ludlow. Þ 
Toby. I will have that too; = 

There was an Aunt of mine, I think, amongſt em, 


I would be glad to hear her Teſtament. 4 4 
Lur. A new Book of Women, 0 
Fuſt. The Thunder's laid, how they ſtare at him. 4» 


Zur. A new Book of Fools, a ſtrange Book, 
Very ſtrange Fools. 88 
Juſt. Ill owe thee a good Turn, what-e'er thou art. 
Lur. A Book of walking Spirits. 
Juſt. That I like not. 1 X 
Toby. Nor I, they walk'd me the Fools Morris. 
Lur. A Book of wicked Women. 
Feſt. That's well thought on. 
Lur. Of rude, malicious Women, of proud Women, 
Of ſcolding Women. We ſhall ne'er get in. j n 
Zoy. A Ballad of wrong'd Maids. 
Lady. I'll buy that. | 
Lur. A little, very little Book, +3 
Of good and godly Women, a very little one, 
80 little you may put it in a Nutſnel. 
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Toby With a ſmall Print that no Body can read it. 
h Nurſe. Peace, Sirrah, or I'll tear your Books. 
1 Fuſt. Open the Door and let him in, I love him. 
"4 Lur. A Book of evil Magiſtrates. 
4 Lady. Ay marry d'ye hear that, Juſtice? 
Lur. And their eviller Wives, 
That wear their Places in their Petticoats. 
Fuſt. D'ye hear that, Lady? 
Boy. A Book new printed againſt playing, 
Dancing, Masking, May-Poles; a zcalous Brother's Book, 
And full of Fables. 
Lur. Another Book of Woinen, of mad Women, 
Women that were born in March. Exit. 
Lady. Are you got in? 
We would ha pull'd your Knaves Hide elſe; this Fellow 
Was ſent to abuſe us, but we ſhall have time 
To talk more with this Juſtice. __ (again, 
Juſt. Farewel, Madam, as you like this, come viſit me 
You and your treble Strings, now ſcold your Hearts out- 
Wom. Shall he carry it thus away? 
Nurſe. Go to the judge, and what you'll have us ſwear. - 
Lady. | thank ye hearrilv, 
FII keep that for the laſt, I will go home, 
3 And leave him to his Conſcience for a while, 
If it ſleep long, I'll wake it with a Vengeance, [ Exit. 
1 | Enter Servants. 
1 Ser. What Book has he given thee ? 
2 Ser. A dainty Book, a Book of the great Navy, 
Of fiftcen hundred Ships of Cannon Proof, 
Built upon W hales to keep their Keels from finking : 
And Dragons in 'em, that ſpit Fire ren Mile, 
And Elephants that carry gaodly Caſtles. 
1 Ser. Doſt thou helieve it? 
2 Ser. Shall we not believe Books in Print? 
I Ser. | have Fobn Taylor's Book of Hempſeed too, 
Which for two L nes I hapned on by Chance, 
1 reverence. - 
2 Ser. I prithee what are they? | 
r Sex. They are fo p:t upon the Time, as if 
He ſtudy'd to anſwer the late Hiſtriomaſtix, 


C4 Talking 


2876 The Night-Walkcr : Or, 


Talking of Change and Transformations, 

That wittily, and learnedly he bangs him, 

So many a Puritan's Ruff, though ſtarch'd in Print, 

Be turn'd to Paper, and a Play writ in't, | 
And confute Horace with a Water Poet : 

A Play in the Puritan's Ruff? I'll buy his Works fort. 
What haſt there, a Ballad too? 


2 Ser. This is a Piece of Poetry inde-d ; N 
| He ſings; Juſtice cries wit bin. 
What Noiſe is that? . 61 Ju 


1 Ser. Some Cryi'th' Streets; prethee ſing on. Sing again. 
2 Ser. Again, doſt not hear? 'tis i'th Houſe certainly. 
1 Ser. Tis a ſtrange Noiſe? and has a tang o'th' Juſtice, 
2 Ser. Let's ſee ? Exit. 
Enter the Servants bringing in their Maſter bound and 

agg d. 

1 Ser. Untie his 8 bull out his Gag, he will choak 
Whzt deſperate Rogues were theſe. (elſe; 

2 Ser. Give him freſh Air. 

Juſt. 1 will never ſtudy Books more: 

I am undone, theſe Villains have undone me. 

Rifled my Desk, they have undone me learnedly : 

A Fire take all their Books, I'll burn my Study: 
Where were you Raſcals when the Villains bound me, 
You could not hear ? 

1 Ser. He gave us Books, Sir, dainty Books to buſie us; 
And we were reading, in that which was the Brew-houſe; 
A great way off, we were ſinging Ballads too, | 
And could not hear. 

Juſt. This was a precious Thief, 

A ſubtle Trick to keep my Servants ſafe. 

2 Ser. What ha you loſt, Sir? 

Fuſt. They ranſack'd all before my Face, and threatned 
To kill me if I cough'd ; they have a Chain, 
My Rings, my Box of caſting Gold, my Purſe too. 
They robb'd me miſerably ; but that which moſt grieves 
They took away ſome Writings; twas a Rogue (me, 
That knew me, and ſet on by the old Lady; 

L will iadite her for't. | 1 
b | | 7. 


— 
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1 Ser. Shall we purſue em? 
Fuſt. Run, run, curſed Raſcals, 
T am out of my Wits, let not a Creature in, 
No not with Neceſſaries. 
2 Ser, We ſhall _ 3 . 
I'll buy my Meat at Window as they paſs b 
= IJ a truſt erh he bas Books — by 1 
And Bread I'll ha' flung up; I charge ye all 
| Burn all the Books i'th* Houſe. 
1 Ser. Your little Prayer Book? 
Fuſt. I'll never Pray again, I'll have my Doors 
Made up, nothing but Walls, and thick ones too; 
No Sound ſhall tempt me again, remember I 
Have forſwore Books. 
2 Ser. If you ſhould be call'd to take your Oath? 
9 Juſt. 1 will forſwear all Oaths, rather than ſee 
A thing bur in the likeneſs of a Book: 
And l were condemn'd, [11 rather chuſe to hang, 
Than read again; come in, and ſearch all Places, 
They may be about the Houſe ; were the Doors lock'd ? 
* 1 Ser. But the Keys in 'em, and if they be gone, 
They could not want wit to lock us in, Sir. 
% Fuſt, Never was a Man ſo miſerably undone, 


.©=E 
.* F 


T would loſe a Limb, to ſee their Rogueſhips totter. [ Exe. 

1 Enter Lady and Nurſe. 
X Lady. Thy Brother's Daughter ſaiſt, and born in}ales ? 
We Nurſe. 1 have long time deſired to ſec her, and I hope 


Your Ladiſhip will not be offended. 

Lady. No, no. 

5 Nurſe. I ſhould be happy, if ſhe might be ſerviceable 
I To you, Madam. | | 

Lady. Beſhrew me, but at firſt, ſhe took me much, 
Is ſhe not like Maria? ſetting afide 
Her Language, very like her, and I love her 
The better for't, I prithee call her hither, 
She ſpeaks feat Engliſh. | 

Nurſe. Why Guenniib, Guennith, du hummab Guenni:h, 
She is courſe, Madam, after her Country guile, | 
And were ſhe in fine Cloaths — 


Lady. I' have her handſome: 


2 80 * = + " * : 
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Enter Maria. 
What part of Wales were you born in? 

Mar. In Abebundis, Madam. 
Nurſe. She ſpeaks that Name in Welſb, which we call 
Lady. What can you do? (Brecknock. 
Mar. Her was toe many tings in Walls, know not the 
faſhion in Londons? her was Milk the Cows, make Sceze 
and Butters, and ſpin very well the Welb freeze, her 
was Cooke to te Mountain Cots, and ſing very fine 
84 Tunes, was mage good Ales and Breds, and 
at know to Dance on Sundgys, marge you now, Ma- 

ams. 

Lady. A pretty innocence, Ido like her infinitely, Nurſe, 
And if I live— | 67 


Enter Servant. 

Ser. Here is Mr. Heartlove, Midam, come to ſee you. 

Lady. Alas, poor Gentleman, prithee admit him. 
Enter Frank Heartlove and Gentlemen. 


Frank. Madam, I am come to take my laſt leave. 
Lady. How, Sir? | 
Frank. Of all my home Affections, and my Friends: 
For the Intereſt you had once in Maria, | 
I would acquaint you when I leave the Kingdom. 

Lady. Would there were any thing in my poor power 
That might divert your Will, and make you happy ; 

J am ſure I have wrong'd her too, but let your pardon 
Aſſure me you are charitable ; ſhe's dead, | 
Which makes us both ſad: What do you look on? 
The likeſt Face 

Mar. Pleſs us awle, why does that Sentilman make ſuch 
Unders and Mazements at her, I know her not. 

Frank. Be not offended, Maid. 

Lady. How the Wench bluſhes, ſhe repreſents Maria's 

loſs to him. 

Mar. Will the Sentilman hurt her? pray you be her 
defences, was have mad Phiſnomies, is her troubled with 
Lunaticks in her Prain Pans, bleſs us awle. 

Frank. Where had you this Face? 

Mar. Her Faces be our none, I warrant her. 

Frank. 1 wonot hurt you, all the Lincaments 76 

| | OY IRE That 
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That built Maria up; all thoſe ſpringing Beauties 
Dwell on this thing, change but her Tongue I knoy her: 
Let me ſee your hand. 

Mar. DuGuin. was never Thieves and Robheries; here 
is no ſindge in her Hands warrant her. 

Frank. Truſt me, the ſelf- ſame white, 

And ſoftneſs, prithee ſpeak our Engliſh Dialcct. 

+® Mar. Ha leggs? what does her ſpeage hard urds to her, 
*X to make poor Guenneth ridicles, was no mannerly Sentil- 
man to abuſe her. 

Frank. By the love, 

That everlaſting love I bear Maria ——— 

Mar. Maria, her Name was Guennith,and good Names, 
was poor elſe, owan Maid, her have no fine kanags, to 
 madge her trickſie in her own Cuntries was held a fine 
enſe her can tells her, and honeſt enſe too, marg you dat 
nov, her can keep her little Legs cloſe enough, warrant her. 
Lady. How prettily this anger ſhews. 

I Gent. She gabbles innocently. 

X Frank. Madam farewel,andall good Fortune dwell we'e, 

Z With me my own Aﬀections; farewel, Maid, 

2X Fair gentle Maid. 

2 Gent. She ſighs. 
1 Aar. Du cat a whee. 

Frank. 1 cannot go, there's ſomewhat calls me back. 

Mar. Poor Frank, - 

How gladly would I entertain thy Love, 

And meet thy worthy Flame, but ſhame forbids me: 

If pleaſe her Ladyſhip dwell here with Guenneth, and 

learn to ſpin and card Ull, to mage Flannels, and Linſeyes 

Ulſeis, fall tawgco'durds to her Ladyſhips urſhips for her. 

| [The Tears flow from him. 

Ihe Tears of true Affection, woe is me, | 

Oh curſed Love that glories in Maids miſeries, 
And true Mens broken Hearts. (not, forgive her. 

Lady. Alas pity him, the Wench is rude, and knows you 
Mar. Wipe your nyes pray you, though was porn in 
Wall mong craggy Rocks, and Mountains, yet heart is 
ſoft, look you hur can weep too, when hur ſee Men mage 
prinie Tears and Lamentations. 


x 


Frank. 
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Frank. How hard ſhe holds me? 
Juſt as Maria did, weeps the ſame drops: 
Now as I have a living Soul, her ſight too; 
What ſhall I think, is not your Name Maria 2. 
If it be not, delude me with ſo much Charity 
To ſay it is. | 

Mar. Upon her life, you was mighty deal in Love with 
ſome podies, rr pale Seckes and hollow Nyes, and pant- 
ings upon her Poſom, know very well, becauſe look you, her 
think her honeſt Sentilman, you fall call her Aaria. * 

Frank. Good Madam, think not ill I am thus ſaucy. 

Lady. Oh no, Sir, be you not angry with the Wench. 

Frank. I am molt pleas'd. . 

1 Gent. Let's interrupt him, he'll be mad outright elſe. 

2 Gent. Obſerve a little more. 

Frenk. Would I could in your Language beg a Kiſs. Z 

Mar. If her have neceſſities of a Kiſs, look you; dere ; 
is one in faricties. | | 55 94 

Frank. Let me ſuffer death, 1 
If in my apprehenſion two twin'd Cherries = 
Be more a kin, than her Lips to Maria's: "i 
And if this harſh illuſion would bur leave her, 9 
She were the ſame. Good Madam, ſhall 1 have 


Your conſent now? 


Lady. To what? | 
Frank. To give this Virgin to me. 
Lady. She's not mine, this is her Kinſwoman, #8 

And has more power to diſpoſe; alas, I pity him. 

Pray Gentlemen prevail with him to go; 

More that I wiſh his Comfort than his Abſence. 

Frank. You have been always kind to me, will you 

Deny me your fair Couſin ? 

Nurſe. Twere fit you firſt obtain'd her own Conſent, 
Frank. She is no Friend that withes my departure, 

I do not trouble you. | | 
Gent. Tis not Maria. 
Frank. Her Shadow is enough, I'll dwell with that, 4 

Purſue your own ways; ſhall we live together? 9 
Mar. If her will come to Morrow and tauge to her, her 

will tell her more of her meanings, and then if her be me- 

COTS | lancholy, i 


0 
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lancholy, her will ſing her a Welch Song too, to make 
her merries, but Guennith was very honeſt; her was ne- 
ver love but one Sentilman, and he was bear her great 
teal of good-ills too, was marry one day St. Davy, her 


give her five pair of white Gloves, if her will Dance at 
her Weddings. 


7 Frank. All I am worth, 
And all my hopes this ſtrange Voice would forſake her, 
” For then ſhe ſhould be Prithee ſtay a little, 
= Hark in thine Ear, diſſemble not, but tell me, 
And fave my life; I know you are Maria: 
Speak but as I do, ten words to confirm me; 
* You have an Engliſh Soul, do not diſguiſe it | 
From me with theſe ſtrange Accents She pinch'd hard 
Again, and ſigh'd. 
Lady. What ails the Wench? [Exit, 
) - Nwſe. Why, Guemith. 
Frank. She's gone too. 
20 Gent. Come leave this dream. 
= Frank. A Dream? I think fo; 
* 
{ 


\ ' 


* 


pe) 
: 


- 


But 'twas a pleaſing one: now I'll obey, 
And forget all theſe wonders, lead the way. { Exeunt. 


, 


; 


*— 


| 
JF ACT 1v. SCENE I. 


5 Enter Wildbrain and Toby. 
mild. LI Oneſt Toby ? 


| (met w'ye. 

= Toby. Sweet Mr.W:ldbrain,---lam glad Tha 

| . Mid. Why, did my Aunt ſend for me? 

Toby. Your Aunt's a Mortal, and thinks not on you, 

For ought I can perceive. 

== Wild. Is my Couſin alive again? 

Toby. Neither, and yet we do not hear 

RTE Thar ſhe's buried. 

id. What ſhould make thee glad then? 

Toby. What ſhould make me glad? have I not cauſe, 

Io ſee your Princely Body well, and walk thus, 

Look blithe and bonny, and your Wardrobe whole one 
98 Wild. 
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Wild. The caſe is clear, and I ha' found a Mine, 
A perfect Indie, ſince my Aunt caſhier'd me; 
What think'ſt of this? 
Toby. Oh delicate Bells. 
Wild. Thou putteſt me in mind, 
We are to ring anon, I mean to ſend for thee; 
Meet me at the old Pariſh Church. 
Toby. Say no more. | 
Wild. When thy Lady is a-bed, we ha' conſpir'd 
A midnight Peal for joy. 
Toby. If I fail, hang me i'th' Bell-ropes. 
Wild. And how ? and how does my Aunt? 
Toby. She's up to th' Ears in Law; 
I do ſo whirl her to the Counſellors Chambers, 
And back again, and bounce her for more Mony, 
And too again, I know not what they do with her; 
But ſhe's the merrieſt thing among theſe Law-driversz 
And in their Studies half a day together 
If they do get her with Magna Charta, the ſwears, 
By all the Ability of her old Body, 
She will ſo claw the Juſtice, ſhe will ſell 
IT he Tiles of the Houſe ſhe vows, and Sack out o'th' Cellar, 
(Thar ſhe worſhips to idolatry) be ſhe'll hang him. 
Wild. I would the could: but hark thee honeſt Toby, 
If a Man have a Miſtreſs, may we nor, 
Without my Aunt's leave, borrow now and then 
A Coach to tumble in, towards the Exchange, 
And fo forth? 
Toby. A Miſtreſs? 
Wild. She may be thine when we are married. 
Toby. Command, I'll carry you both in Pomp; 
And let my Lady go a- foot a Law-catching, 
And exerciſe her Corns : Where is ſhe, Maſter John ? 
Wild. Shat ſee her. 
Toby. Shall we ring for her? 
Wild, And drink her health? 
Toby. Drink ſtifly for five hours. | 
Wild. We'll drink fiftcen. | 
Toby. To Night? we will ha' twenty Torches then, 
And through the Streets drive on triumphantly F 
. | | rium- 
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Triumphantly we'll drive, by my Lady's Door, 

As I am a Chriſtian, Coachman, I will rattle you, 

And Urine in her Porch, and ſhe ſhall fear me: 

If you ſay more, I ſhall run mad out ighrt, 

I will drink Sack, and ſurfeit inſtantly; 

I know not where I am now. | [Exir. 

Enter Lurcher. 

Wild. Hold for thy buttons ſake, the Knave's tranſported. 
Lur. Jack Wildbrain? (with thee now? 
Wild. Honeſt Tom how thrives the fellonious World 
Lur. You look and talk as you were much exalted. 
Wild. Thou'rt i'th' right, Tom. I'll tell thee firſt, 

I ha' ſhook off my Aunt, and yer I live ſtill, 


And drink, and ſing; her Houſe had like to ha ſpoilꝰd me; 
I keep no hours now; 


Nor need any falſe Key 

To the old Woman's Cabinets; I ha Mony 

Upon my word, and pawn no Oaths to th' Butler. 

No Matrimonial Proteſtations 

For Sack-poſſets to the Chambermaid. 

I praiſe my Fate, there be more ways to th* Wood, Tom. 
Lur. Prithee releaſe my wonder. 
Wild. I'll increaſe it, wipe thine Eyes, 

Here is a Chain worth Mony, and ſome Man had it, 

A fooliſh Diamond, and other Trifles 
Lur. The very fame, Oh Gipſey ! Infidel! 

All that I ſweat, and ventur'd my Neck for, 

He has got already; who w u'd truſt a Strumpet ? 


Mild. This? this is nothing to what I poſſels 
At home. 


Lur. What home? 

Wild. A Houſe that ſhall be nameleſs; 
The Miſtreſs of it mine too, ſuch a piece 
For Fleſh and Blood, added to that ſo loving 

Lur. Is ſhe married? | 

Wild. 1 know not, nor I care not: 
But ſuch a prize, ſo mounting, ſo delicious, 
Thou wilt run mad; I'll tell thee more hereafter. 
Lur. Nay, prithee a word more. & : 
Wild. 1 took no pains to find out all this Paradiſe, 


My 
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My Deſtiny threw me upon't i'th* dark, I found it, 
Wanting a Lodging too. 
Lur. No old Acquaintance ? 
Wild. Never, never ſaw her; 
But theſe things happen not in every Age: 
I cannot ſtay, if thou wilt meet anon 
At my own Rendezvous, thou knoweſt the Tavern, 
We'll Sup together, after that a Company 
Of merry Lads have made a match to ring. 
Lur. You keep your Exerciſe ''th? old Church? 
Wild. No other, 
There is no Muſick to the Bells, we wou'd 
Have Bonfires if we durſt, and thou wou'd come 
It ſhall coſt thee nothing, Tm; hang pilfering, 
And keep me Company, in time I may 
Shew thee my Wench too. 
Lur. 1 cannot promiſe; but you will be there? 
Wild. We'll toſs the Bells, and make the Steeple 
Roar, -Boy ; but come to Supper then. 
Lur. My Hand, and . me: 
Yes, I will come or ſend, and to ſome purpoſe. 


— 


Art come, Boy? 
Enter Boy with Gown, Beard, and Conſtable's Staff. 
Excellent Knave, how didſt thou purchaſe theſe? 


Boy. The Staff I ſtole laſt Night from a ſleeping Con- 
The reſt I borrowed by my Acquaintance with (litable; 


The Players Boys; you were belt to loſe no time, Sir. 
Lur. So, ſo, help Boy, *tis very well; do I not look 
Like one that breaks the King's Peace with Authority? 
You know your Charge, prepare things handſomly, 
My diligent Boy, and leave me to my Office. 


Byy. There wants nothing already; but Ifly, Sir. [Ex. 


Lur. Now Fortune prove no Slut, and I Il adore thee. 
[ Knocks. 


Within Ser. Who's there ? 
Lur. A Friend wou'd ſpeak with Maſter Juſtice. 
Ser. Who are you? 
Lyur. I am the Conſtable, 5 
Ser. My Maſter is not at leiſure to hear buſineſs. 
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Lur. How? Not at Leiſure to do the King Service? 
Take heed what you fay, Sir; | know his Worthip, 

If he know my Bufineſs, would no Excule. 

Ser. You muſt go to another Juſtice, Vil aſſure 
My Maſter is not well in Health. 

Lur. I know not, 

But if your Worſhipful be not at Leiſure 

To do himſelf a Benefit, I am gone, Sir, 

An infinite Benefit, and the Statc ſhall thank him for't ; 
Thank him, and think on him too: I am an Officer, 
And know my Place, but I do love the Juſtice ; 

I honour any Authority above me: 

Beſide, he is my Neighbour, and I worſhip him. 

Ser. You have no Books, nor Ballads, Mr. Conſtable, 
About you ? 

Lur. What ſhould I do with Books? does it become 
A Man of my Place to underſtand ſuch Matters? 

Pray call your Maſter, if he pleaſe to follow me, 

I ſhall diſcover to him ſuch a Plot, 
Shall get him everlaſting Fame, 1'Il be hang'd for't, 
And he be not knighted inſtantly, and for Reward 
Have ſome of the Malefactors Lands, I'll bring him too; 
But I cannot delay time. 

Juſt. within. Who's that? 

Ser. A Conſtable, Sir, would ſpeak about ſome Buſineſs, 
He ſays will bring you Fame, and mighty Profit. 

Lur. Pleaſe your Worſhip come down, I'll make yon 
The notabl'ſt Piece of Villany I havein hand, Sir, (happy; 
And you ſhall find it out; I ha? made Choice 
To bring your Worſhip to the firſt Knowledge, and 
Thank me, as you find the good on't afterwards. 

Juſt. What is it? Treaſon ?- 

Lur. Tis little better, I can tell you I have lodg'd 
A Crew of the moſt rank and deſperate Villains: 
They talk of Robberies, and Ways they did em, 
And how they left Men bound in their Studies. 

Fuſt. With Books and Ballads ? 

Luar. That, Sir, that, and Murders, 

And thouſand Knaveries more; they're very rich Sir, 
Vor . 2 
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In Mony, Jewels, Chains, and a hundred more 
Devices. 
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Fuſt, Happy, happy Conſtable, I meer ye 
At the Back Door; get ready, Knaves. 
Lur. Not a Man befeech you, 
I have privately appointed Strength about me, 
They cannot ſtart, your Men would breed Suſpicion; 
All my Deſire is, you would come alone; | 
That you might have the Hope of the Enterprize, 
That you might hear 'em firſt, and then proceed, Sir. 
Fuſt. | come, I come. : 
In. TE es; | 
Fuſt. Keep all my Doors faſt, tis ſomething late. 
Eur. So, ſo, and pleaſe your Worſhip I direct you. Exe. 
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Enter Boy. 
Boy. My Maſter ſtays, I doubt his Lime-Twigs catch 
If they do, all's provided; bur l all (nor, 


This while forget my own State; fair Maria 
Is certainly alive, I mer her in 
Another Hab.t, with her Nurſe, 'twas ſhe; 
There is ſome Trick in't, but when this is over 
J'Il find it out, this Project for the Uſurer 
May have good Effect; however, twill be Sport 
To mortifie him a little. 
. | Enter Lurcher. 
He's come without him: 
Have you fail'd, Sir?! " 
Lr. Proſper'd: My little Ingineer, away, 1 
He is i'th* next Room, be not you ſeen, Sirrah. | Exie. 
Boy. The Pit-fall's ready, never Juſtice 
Was catch'd in ſuch, a Nooſe: E'er he get out, 
He ſhall run through a ſcouring, Purgatory, _ 
Shall purge him to the quick, tis Night already. 
Enter Algripe ænd Lurcher. v7 
Lur. Come ſoftly, yet Sir, ſoftly, are you not weary ? 
Fuſs. Thou'ſt brought me into a melancholy Place, 
I ſee no Creature. 
Lur. This is, Sir, their Den 
Where they 20 * themſelves ſecure, I am faint 
With making haſte; but I muſt be thus troubled, 


the Little Thief. 1887 
And therefore never go without a Cordial! 
Without this I ſhould die: [ Seems to drink, 


How it refreſhes me 1 
Already ! Will't pleaſe your Worſhip? I might have had 
The Manners to ha” let you drink before me; 

Now I am luſty. 

Fuſt. Twas 4 good Taſte. 1 
Tur. Taſte? how d'ye find the Virtue, nay, Sir, ſpare 
My Wife has the Receipt; does ir not ſtir (not: 
Your Worſhip's Body? When you come to examine, 
Twi l make you ſpeak like Thunder. 

Juſt. Hoy he. 

D 
Feſt. Is there never a Chair, I waswearier than I thought, 
But who ſhall we have to take em, Mr. Conſtable? 
ur. Let me alone; when but give the Watch - word: 
We wil have Men enough to ſurprize an Army. 

FJuſt. I begin to be ſleepy; what, haſt a Chair? 

Enter another with a Chair, 

Tur. They do not dream of us, tis early riſing; | 
Care, Care, and early riſing, Common- Wealths Men 
Are ever ſubje& to the Node z fir down, Sir, 

A ſhort Nap is not much amiſs; ſo, ſo, he's faſt; 

Faſt as a Fiſh i'th' Net, he has winking Powder 

Shall work upon him to our Wiſh, remove him, 
Nay, we may cut him into Collops now . .. 
And he ne'er feel; have you prepar'd the Vault, Sirrah? 

Boy. Yes, yes, Sir, every thing in's Place. 
Lu. When you have plac'd him, you and I Boy 
= about another Project hard by, his Potion 

Will bind him ſure enough 'till we return, 1 
This Villany weighs mainly, but we'll purge ye. [ Eve. 
| * Bells ring. 


hows 2 SAL 'E Enter Sexton. t_ 1 ET 
Gow; Now for mine Ears, mine Ears be conſtant to me ; 
They ring a Wager, and I muſt deal juſtly; ha Boys. 


„Eiter Lurcher and Boy, 
7. Doſt hear em, hark, theſe be the Ringers? 
oy. Are you ſure the ſame? 
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4. Or my Directions fail; . 
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The Coaſt is clear : 
How the Bells go ? How daintily they tumble? 
And methinks they ſeem to ſay, fine Fools Ill fit you. 
Sex. Excellent again, good Boys — oh that was 

= Who's that ? (nought. 

Boy. Be you conceal'd by any means yet, hark, 
They ſtop, 1 hope they'll to't again; cloſe, Sir. 
Enter Wildbrain, Toby nd Sen 

Mild. A palpable Knock. 

Ring. *T was none. 

Toby. Be judg'd by the Sexton then, 

If I have Fars. 

Ser. A Knock, a Knock, a groſs one. (impiouſly; 
| Toby. Carman, your Gallon of Wine, you ring moſt 
Art thou o'th* worſhipful Company of the K. ights 
And handle a Bell with no more Dexterity? (o'th' Weſt, 
You think you are in Thames-ſtreet 
Juſt'iing the Carts; oh a clean Hand's a Jewel. 

Boy. Good Speed to your good Exerciſe. 

Toby. Ware welcome. 0 

Boy. I come, Sir, from a Gentleman, and Neighbour 
One that loves your Muſick well. ( hard ys 

Toby. He may have more on't. 

Handle a Bell, as you were haling Timber? 
Groſs, groſs, and baſe, abſurd, 

Ring. I'll mend it next Peal, 

Boy. To intreat a Knowledge of you, whether: it be 
By the Ear you ring thus cunningly, or by the Eye; 
For to be plain, he has laid ten Pounds upon't. 

Wild. But which way has he laid? 

Boy. That your Ear guides you, 

And not your Eye. 

Toby. Has won, has won, the Far's our only lnſtrument. 

* But how ſhall we be ſure on't ? 

Toby. Put all the Lights out, to what end ſerve our 


Wild. A plain Cale. (Eyes then? 
Buy. You ſay true, 'tis a fine pony thing to ring by 
And can you ring i'th' dark fo? (th' Ear ſure; 


Wild. All Night long, Boy. 
Boy. Tis wouderful, let this by certain, Che, 
An 
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And half his Wager he allows among ye; 
Is't poſſible you ſhould ring ſo ? (dead drunk. 
Toby. Poſſible? thou art a Child, I'll ring when I am 
Out with the Lights, not winkling of a Candle, 
I know my Rope too, as I know my Noſe, 
And can bang it ſoundly ''th* dark, I warrant you. 
Wild. Come, let's confirm him ſtraight, and win the 
Wager. Exenut. 
Boy. Let me hear to ſtrengthen me, 
And when y'have rung, I'll bring the Mony to you. 
Lur. So, fo, follow ein; 
They ſhall have a cool Rewaid, one hath Gold of mine, 
Good ſtore in's Pocket, [ Ring. 
Bur this will be reveng'd in a ſhort Warning. 
They are at it luſtily; hey, how wantonly 
They ring away their Cloaths, how it delights me! 
Boy. Here, here, Sir. 
| Enter Boy with Cloaths, 
Lur. Haſt Wildbrain's? - | 
Boy. His whole Caſe, Sir: I felt it out, and by the Guards 
This ſhould be the Coachman's, another Suit too. 
Lur. Away Boy, quickly now to the Ulurer, 
His Hour to wake approaches. 
Boy. That once finiſh'd, 
You'll give me leave to play, Sir; here they come. Exe. 
Enter Wildbrain, Toby, and Ringers. 
Wild. Jam monſtrous weary. 
Toby. Fie, how I ſweat? Reach me my Cloak to cover 
I run to Oil like a Porpoiſe; *twas a brave Peal. (me, 
Sex. Let me light the Candle firſt, then I'll wait on you. 
Wild. A very brave Peal. | Exit Sex. 
Toby. Carman, you came in cloſe now. 
Wild. Sure *tis paſt Midnight. 
Ring. No ſtirring in the Streets I hear. (Noſe; 
Toby. Walk further, was that a Pillar? tis harder than my 
Where's the Boy promis'd us five Pounds? 
Wild. Room, I {wear ſtill; come, come, my Cloak, 
I ſhall take cold. 5 e 
Enter Sexton. 


Sex, Where lies it? OR 5 eb 
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Wild. Here, here, and all our Cloaths- 
Sex. Where, where? | | 
Ring. Vth' Corner. 
Toby. Is thy Candle blind too ? give me the Bottle, 
JT can drink like a Fiſh now, like an Elephant, 
' 'Sex. Here are the Corners, but here are no Cloaths ; 
Yes, here is a Cuff. | | | | My i 
Wild. A Cuff? Give me the Candle, 
Cuffs wo not cover me l ſmell the Knavery. (ton? 
Toby. Ist come to a Cuff? My whole Suit turned toa But- 
Wild. Now am I as cold again as though *twere Chriſt- 
Cold with my Fear, l U never ring by the Kar more. maſs; 
Toby. My new Cloaths vaniſh'd ? | 
Wild. All my new Cloaths, Toby. 
Ring. Here's none, 
Toby. Not one of my Dragon's Wings left toadornme, 
ave I mured all my Feathers? (Candle; 
Wild. Cheated by the Ear; a Plot to put out the 
T could be mad; my Chain, my Rings, the Gold, the Gold. 
Toby. The Cold, the Cold I cry, and I cry truly, 
Not one Sleeve, nor a Cape of a Cloak to warm me. 
' Wild, What miſerable Fools were we? | 
Toby. We had cen beſt, Gentlemen, 
Every Man chuſe his Rope again, and faſten it, EF. 
And take a ſhort Turn to a better Fortune. 3 
To beBawdstoour Miſeries, and put our own Lights out ? | 
Wild. Prithee Sexton let's have a Fire at thy Houſe, 
A good Fire, we'll pay thee ſome wayfor't, I'am Stonecold. 
Sex. Alas, I pity you; come quickly, Gentlemen. 
Wild. Sure I ba? been in a Dream, I had no Miſtreſs, 
Nor Gold, nor Cloaths, but am à ringing Raſcal. 


Toby. Fellows in Affliction, let's take Hands all; 7 
Now are we fit for Tumblers. | Exennt, 138 
Enter Lurcher and others, bringing in Algripe. 1 
Lur. So, ſo, preſently his Sleep will leave him, . 
And Wonder fieze upon him © © 3 
Bid em within be ready. * i 
"Feſt. What Sounds this? 3 
hat horrid Din? What diſmal Place is this? 3 
ncyer ſaw before, and now behold it; : 3» 
* 1 1 ., . 
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But by the half Light of a Lamp, that burns here: 
My Spirits ſhake, tremble through my Body; 
Help, help. 8 
| Enter two Furies, with black Tapers. 
Mercy protect me, my Soul quakes, 
What dreadful Apparitions! How I ſhudder! 
I, 2 Fur. Algripe. 
Juſt. What are you? ö (miſſion 
1 Fur. We arcHell-hounds,Hell-hounds,that have Com- 
From the Prince of Darkneſs, | 
To fetch thy black Soul to him. 
Feſt. Am not alive ſtill ? 
1 Fur. Thou art, but we havebrought thee Inſtruments 
Will quickly rid thy miſerable Life. Stab, 
2 Fur. Poiſon, | 
1 Fur. Hang thy ſelf, this Choice is offer'd. 
2 Fur. Thou canſt not hope for Heay'n ; thy baſe Soul is 
Loft to all Hope of Mercy. | 
2 Fur. Quickly, quickly, 
The Torments cool. 
1 Fur, And all thy Friends expect thee. 
Come with us to that Pit of endleſs Horror, 
Or we will force thee. 
Fuſt. Oh, oh, oh. 
1 Fur. Groans are too late, ſooner the Raviſher, 
Whoſe Soul is hurl'd into eternal Froſt, 
Stung with the Force of twenty thouſand W inters, 
To puniſh the Diſtempers of his Blood, 
Shall hope to get from thence, than thou avoid 
The certainty of meering Hell where he is. 
Shall Murderers be there for ever dying, 
Their Souls ſhot through with Adders, torn on Engines, 
Dying as many Deaths for killing one, 
Could any Imagination number them, 
As there be Moments in Eternity : 
And ſhall that Juſtice ſpare thee, that haſt lain, 
Murder'd by thy Extortion, ſo many ? 
Juſt. Oh, oh. | 
2 Fur. Do Execution quickly, or we'll carry thee alive 


into Hell. 
D4 Fuſt 
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Fuſt. Gently, gentle Devils, do not force me 
To kill my ſelf, nor do not you do't for me; 
Oh let me lie, 1'II make amends for all. 

1 Fur. Tell us of thy Repentance? Perjur'd Villain, 
Pinch off his Heſh, he muſt be whipt, ſalted and whipt. 

Juſt. Oh Miſery of Miicries ! (him; ha! 

Recorders, t, 2. Tear bis accurſed Lamb. s, to Hell with 
A Miſchief on that Innocent Face, away. [Creep in. 

: nter Boy like an Angel. 

Boy. Malicious Furies, hence, choak not the Seeds 
Of holy Penitence. 
| Fuſt. This mult be an Angel, | — 
| How at his Preſence the Fiends craw! way! £22 

Here is {ome light of Mercy. 7:6 | 

Boy. Be thou wiſe, , 
And entertain it, wietched, wretched Man; 

W hat poor Defence hath all thy Wealth been to thee? 
What lays thy Conſcience” now? 

Truſt. Be my good Ange], here I promiſe thee 
To become honeſt, and renounce all Villany 
Enjoin me any 8 I'lt build Churches, 

A 2 City of Hoſpitals. 
Take heed, 
Thee is no gallying, nor are theſe impos'd. 

"Tut. Name any thing within my Power, ſweet Angel; 
And if I do not faithfully perform it, : 
\Then whip me,every Day, burn me each Minute, = 
Whole Ycars together let me freeze to Iſicles. ; 

Boy. V'th* number of thy foul Oppreſſions, 
Thou haſt undonc a faithful G ntleman, 

By taking forſe t of his Land. 

Fuſt. Young Lacber, 

i do conſets. 

Boy. He lives moit ta. » 

And in Deipair may hang or drown himſelf: 
Prevent his Ruin, or his Blood will be 

More Sin in thy Account ; haſt thou forgotten 17 WK 
He had a Siſter ? =3 * 

- Fuft. I do well remember it. ij 

Boy Couldſt thou for Mammon break 2x 32h Yor 595 
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Made once to that unhappy Maid, that weeps 
A thouſand Tears a day for thy Unkindneſs, 
Was not thy Faith contracted, and thy Heart? 
And couldſt thou marry another? 

Fuſt. But ſhe is dead, 

And I will make true ſatisfaction. | 
Boy. What do I inſtance theſe, that haſt been falſe 

To all the World. 

Juſt. 1 know it, and will henceforth 
- Practiſe Repenrance z do not frown, ſweet Angel, 

I will reſtore all Mortgages, forſwear 

Abominable Uſury, live chaſte 

For | have been wanton in my Shroud, my Age; 

And if that poor innocent Maid, I fo abus'd, 

Be living, 1 will marry her, and ſpend 

My days to come religiouſly. 

Boy. I was commanded but a Meſſenger 
To tell thee this, and. reſcue thee from thoſe, 

W hoſe Malice would have dragg'd thee quick to Hell: 

If thou abuſe this Mercy, and repent not, 

Double Damnation will expect thee for it; 

But if thy Life be virtuous hereafter, 

A bleſſedneſs ſhall reward thy good Example; 

Thy fright hath much diſtracted thy weak Senſes, . 

Drink of this Viol, and renew thy Spirits, 

I ha' done my Office, think on't and be happy. 

Lur. So, ſo, he gapcs already, now he's faſt ; 

Thou haſt acted rarely, bur this is not all; 

Firſt, help to convey him out o'th' Vault. (Sir? 
Boy. You will diſpenſe with me now, as you promis'd, 
Lur. We will makeſhift without thee, thou'ſt done well, 

By our Device this Bondage may ſcape Hell. [ Exit, 

Enter Lady, Nurſe, and Maria. 

Lady. Didſt think, Maria, this poor Outſide, and 
Diſſembling of thy Voice, could hide thee from 
A Mother's ſearching Eye, though roo much fear, 
Leſt thou wert not the ſame, might blind a Lover 
That thought thee dead too; oh my dear Maria, 

J hardly kept my Joys in from betraying thee : 

Welcome again to life, we ſhall find out 
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The myſtery of thy Abſence; conceal 
Thy Perſon ſtill, for Algripe muſt not know thee; 
And exerciſe this pretty Dialect ; 
If there be any courſe in Law to free thee, 
Thou ſhalt not be ſo miſerable; be ſilent, 
Good Nurſe. 
Nurſe. You ſhould not need to fear me, Madam, 
I do not love the uſuring Few fo well; 
Beſide, twas my trick to diſguiſe her ſo. 
Lady. Be not dejected, Mall. 
Mar. Your care may comfort me; 
But I deſpair of Happineſs: 
Heartlove, I dare not ſee him. 
Nurſe. We'll withdraw. 
Liv. I ſhall but grieve to ſee his Paſſions too, 
Since there's no poſſibility to relieve him. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Frank Heartlove. | 
Frank. The World's a Labyrinth, where unguided Men 
Walk up and down to find their wearinels ; 
No ſooner have we meaſured with much toil 
One crooked path with hope to gain our freedom, 
But it betrays us to a new AfMiCtion; | 
What a ſtrange mockery will Man become 
_ Shortly to all the Creatures? 
Oh Maria ! 
If thou be'ſt dead, why does thy Shadow fright me? 
Sure 'tis becauſe I live; were I but certain 
To meet thee in one Grave, and that our Duſt 
Might have the Privilege to mix in filence, 
How quickly ſhould my Soul ſhake off rhis burthen! 
| ; nter Boy. 
Thus far my Wiſhes have ſucceſs, I'll loſe 
No time: Sir, are not you call'd Mr. Heartlove ? 
Pardon my rudeneſs. 
Frank. What does that concern 
Thee, Boy, 'tis a Name cannot advantage thee, 
And I am weary on't. 
Boy. Had you conceal d, 
Or I forgot it, Sir, ſo large were my 


Directi- 
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Directions, that you could not ſpeak this Language, 
But I ſhould know you by your Sorrow. 
Frank. Thou 
Wert well inform'd, it ſeems; well, what's your buſineſs ? 
Boy. 1 come to bring you comfort. 
Frank. Is Maria 
Alive again? that's ſomewhat, and yet not 
Enough to make my Expectation riſe, to 
Paſt half a Bleſſing; ſince we cannot meet 
To make it up a full one; thou'rt miſtaken. 
Boy. When you have heard me, you'll think otherwiſe: 
In vain I ſhould report Maria living : 
= The comfort that I bring you, muſt depend 
Upon her Death. 
Frank. Thou'rt a diſſembling Boy, 
Some one has ſent thee to mock me; though my anger 
Stoop not to puniſh thy green Years, unripe 
For Malice; did I know what Perſon ſent thee 
To tempt my Sorrow thus, 1 ſhould revenge it. 
Boy. Indeed I have no thought ſo uncharitable, 
Nor am I ſent to grieve you, let me ſuffer 
More Puniſhment than ever Poy deſerv'd, 
If you do find me falſe; I ſerve a Miſtreſs 
Would rather dye than play with your Misfortunes; 
Then good Sir hear me our. 
Frank. Who is your Miſtreſs? 
Boy. Before I name her, give me ſome Encouragement, 
That you receive her Meſſage: She is one 
That is full acquainted with your miſery, 
And can bring ſuch a portion of her Sorrow 
In every Circumſtance fo like your own, 
You'll love and pity her, and wiſh your Griefs 
Might marry one anothers. 
Frank. Thou art wild : 
Canſt thou bring comfort from ſo ſad a Creature? 
ler miſerable Story can at beſt, | 
XZ Bur (well my Volume, large enough already. 
Boy. She was late beloy'd, as you were, promis'd Faith, 
And Marriage ; and was worthy of a better 
Than he, that ſtole Maria's Heart. 
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Frank. How's that ? 

Boy. Juſt as Maria dealt with your Affection, 
Did he that married her deal with my Miſtreſs ; 
When careleſs both of Honour and Religion, 
They cruelly gave away their Hearts to Strangers. 

Frank, Part of this truth I know, but prithee Boy 
Proceed to that thou cam'ſt for; thou didſt promiſe 
Something, thy Language cannot hitherto 
Encourage me to hope for. 

Boy. That I come to: 

My Miſtreſs thus unkindly dealt withal, 

You may imagine, wanted no affliction; 

And had, c'er this, wept her ſelf dry as Marble, 
Had not your fortune come to her relief, 

And twin to her own Sorrow, brought her comfort. 

Frank. Could the condition of my Fate fo equal, 
Leflen her Sufferings ? 

Boy. I know not how 
Companions in Grief ſometimes diminiſh 
And make the preſſure caſte by degrees: 

She threw her troubles off, remembring yours, 

And from her pity cf your wrongs, there grew 
Affection to your Perſon thus increas'd, 

And with it, Confidence, that thoſe whom Nature 
Had made ſo even in their weight of ſorrow, 

Could not but love as equally one another, 

Were things but well prepar'd; this gave her boldneſs 
To employ me thus far. 

Frank. A ſtrange Meſſage, Boy. 

Boy. If you incline to meet my Miſtreſs Love, 
It may beget your comforts; beſides that, 

' Tis ſome revenge, that you above their ſcorn 
And pride can laugh at them, whoſe Perjury 
Hath made you happy, and undone themſelves. 

Frank. Have you done, Boy? 

Byy. Only this little more; 
When you but ſee, and know my Miſtreſs well, 
You will forgive my tediouſneſs, ſhe's fair, 
Fair as Maria was. | | 

Frank, I'll hear no more, 
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Go fooliſh Boy, and tell thy fonder Miſtreſs 
She has no ſecond Faith to give away; 
And mine was 2 to Maria, though her Death 
Allow me freedom; ſee the Picture of her. 
Enter Maria, and Nurſe, 
I would give ten thouſand Empires for the Subſtance; 
Yet for Maria's fake, whoſe divine Figure 
That rude Frame carries, I will love this Counterfeit 
Above all the World, and had thy Miſtreſs had all 
The Grace and Bloſſom of her Sex; now the 
Is gone, that was, walking, a ſpring of Beauty, 
I would not look upon her. 
Boy. Sir, your pardon, 
I have but done a Meſſage, as becomes 
A Servant, nor did ſhe on whoſe Commands 
I gladly waited, bid me urge her Love 
To your diſquict, the would chide my diligence 
If I ſhould make you angry. 
Frank, Pretty Boy. 
Boy. Indeed I fear I have offended you; 
Pray if | have, enjoin me any Penance for it: 
I have perform'd one Duty, and could as willingly, 
'To purge my fault, and ſhew I ſuffer with you, 
Plead your cauſe to another, 
Frank. And Tl take thee | 
At thy word, Boy, thou haſt a moving Language, 
That pretty innocent Copy of Maria 
Is all I love, I know nor how to ſpeak, 
Win her to think well of me, and I will 
Reward thee to thy wiſhes. 
Boy. I undertake 
Nothing for gain, but fince you have reſoly'd 
To love no other, Ill be faithful to you, 
And my Prophetick Thoughts bid me already 
Say I ſhall proſper. WET > 
2 Thou wert ſent to bleſs me. 
Y. Pray give us opportunity. 
Frank. 4 * * F [ Exit. 
Nurſe. He's gone. | 
Soy. With your fair leave, Miſtreſs. 
. Mar. 
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Mar. Have you buſineſs with her, pray you? 
Boy. I have a meſſage from a Gentleman, 

Pleaſe you vouchſafe your Ear more private. 
Nurſe. You ſhall have my abſence, Niece. [ Exit. 

Mar. Was the Sentleman afeard to declare his matters 
openly, here was no Bodies was not very honeſt, if her like 
not her Errands the petter, was wiſt to keep her preaths 
to cool her Porridges, can tell her that now, for aule 
her private hearings and tawgings. | 3 

Boy. You may, if pleaſe you, find another Language, 
And with leſs pains be underſtood. 4 

Mar. What is her meaning? 

Boy. Come, pray ſpeak your own Engliſh. = 

Aar. Have Boys loſt her Itts and Memories? bleſs us aule. 

Boy. 1 mult be plain then, come, I know you are f 

Maria, this thin vail cannot obſcure you: 

I'll tell the World you live, I have not loſt ye, 
Since firſt with Grief and Shame to be ſurpriz'd, 

A violent Trance took away ſhew of Life; 

I could diſcover by what Accident 

You were convey'd away by Midnight, in 

Your Coffin, could declare the Place and Minute 4 

When you reviv'd, what you have done ſince, as perfectly-- | 
Mar. Alas, I am betray'd to new Misfortunes. R 
Boy. You are not; for my knowledge, I'll be dumb 

For ever, rather than be fuch a Traitor; 

Indeed I pity you, and bring no thoughts, 

But full of Peace; call home your modeſt Blood, 

Pale hath too long ufurp'd upon your Face ; 

Think upon Love again, and the poſſeſſion | 

Of full blown joys, now ready to ſalute you. = 
Mar. Theſe words undo me more than my own Griefs. | 
Boy. I ſee how Fear would play the Tyrant with you; 


Bur I'll remove Suſpicion; have you in 
Your Heart, an Entertainment for his Love —_ 
To whom your Virgin Faith made the firſt Promiſe? : 
Mar. If rhoumean'{t Hearrlvve.thoudoſt wound meftill; 
I have no Life without his Memory, 0 
Nor with it any hope to keep it long 
Thou ſeeſt I walk in darknefs like a Thief, 
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That fears to ſee the World in his own ſhape, |! 
My very Shadow frights me, tis a death | 
To live thus, and not look Day in the Face. | 
Away, I know thee not. | 
Boy. You ſhall hereafter know, and thank me, Lady, 1 
I' bring you a diſcharge at my next Viſit, | 
Of all your fears; be content, fair Maria, 
"Tis worth your wonder. | 
Mar. Impoſſible. | 
Boy. Be wiſe and ſilent, | 
Dreſs your ſelf, you ſhall be what you wiſh. 
Mar. Do this, and be 
My better Angel. 
Boy. All your cares on me. [Exennt, 


mm - —ↄ | 


1 Enter Lurcher and Boy. 6 
ur. I Muſt applaud thy Diligence. | 
"" I Boy. It had —_ — 358 

To have left him in the Porch; I call'd his Servants, 

Veith wonders they acknowledg'd him, I pretended 

It was ſome Spice lure of the falling Sicknels, 

And that 'twas Charity to bring him home; 

hey rub'd and chat'd him, ply'd him with Strong-water, 

Still he was ſenſeleſs, clamours could not wake him; 

I wiſh'd 'em then get him to Bed, they did ſo, 

And almoſt ſmother'd him with Rugs and Pillows; 

And 'cauſe they ſhonld have no Cauſe to ſuſpect me, 

I 1 watch'd them 'till he wak'd. 

Lux. "Twas excellent. 

Boy. When his time came to yawn, and ſtretch himſelf, 
I bid 'em not be haſty to diſcover 


4 4 How he was brought home; his Eyes fully open, 


4 Wirth trembling he began to call his Servants, 
And told em he had ſeen ſtrange Viſions, 
That ſhould convert him from his Heathen courſes 1 
1 aum Rom nis Heatne bs 
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They wondred, and were filent ; there he preach'd 


Ho ſweet the Air of a contented Conſcience 


Smelt in his Noſe now, ask'd *em all forgiveneſs 
For their hard Paſture ſince they liv'd with him; 
Bid 'em believe, and fetch out the cold Surloin, 
Pierce the Strong Beer, and let the Neighbours joy in't: 
The conceal'd Mus\adine ſhould now lie open 
To every Mouth; that he would give to th* Poor, 
And mend their Wages; that his Doors ſhould be 
Open to every miſerable Suitor, 
Lur. What ſaid his Servants then? 
Boy. They durſt not ſpeak, 
But bleſt themſelves, and the ſtrange means that had 
Made him a Chriſtian: In this over- joy 
I took my leave, and bad 'em ſay their Prayers, 
And humour him, leſt he turn'd Few again. 
Lur. Enough, enough. Who's this? 
Enter Toby. 
"Tis one of my Ringers; ſtand cloſe, my Lady's Coachman. 
Toby. Buy a Mat for a Bed, buy a Mat. 
Would I were at rack and manger among my Horſes 
We have divided the Sexton's 
Houſho!d-ſtuff among us, one has the Rug, and he's 
Turnꝰ d Iriſb, and another has a Blanket, and he muſt beg in't, 
The Sheets ſerve another for a Frock, and with the Bed- 
cord . | | 
He may paſs fora Porter, nothing but the Mat would fall 
To my ſhare, which with the help of a Tune, and a 
Haſſlock - | 
Out o'th' Church, may diſguiſe me *rill I get home; 
A pox o' Bell-ringing by the Ear, if any Man take me 
At it again, let him pull mine to the Pillory: I could wiſh 
I had loſt mine Ears, fo I had my Cloaths again: 
'The Weather wo'not allow this faſhion, 
I do look for an Ague beſides. - 
Lur. How the Raſcal ſhakes ? 
Toby. Here are company: 
Buy a Mat for a Bed, buy a Mat, 
A Haſſock for your Feet, or a Piſs clean and ſweet; 


Buy 
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Buy a Mat for a Bed, buy a Mat : 
Ringing lrenounce thee, Ill never come to Church more. 

Lur. You with a Mat. 

Toby. 1 am call'd. (I in? 
If any one ſhould offer to buy my Mat,what a Caſe were 
Oh that I were in my Oat-tub with a Horſc-Loaf, 
Something to hearten me: 
dare not hear em; 

Buy a Mat for a Bed, buy a Mat. 

Lur. He's deaf. 

Toby. I am glad I am: Buy a Mat for a Bed. 

Luar. How the Raſcal ſweats ? What a Pickle he's in? 
Every Street he goes through will be a new Torment. 
Toby, If ever I meet at Mignight more a jangling: 

I am cold, and yet I drop; buy a Mat for a Bed, buy a Mat. 

Lur. He has puniſhment enough. | Exit Toby. 


Enter Wildbrain, 


Who's this? my tother Youth? he is turn'd Bear. 
Wild. I am half afraid of my (elf: This poor ſhift 

I got o'th' Sexton, to convey me handſomely 

To ſome Harbour, the Wench will hardly know me; 

They'll take me for ſome Watchman oth? Pariſh 3 

I ha* ne'er a Penny left me, that's one Comfort ; 

And Ringing has begot a monſtrous Stomach, 

And that's another Miſchief: 1 were beſt go home, 

For every thing will ſcorn me in this Habir. 

Beſides, I am 15 full of theſe young Bell Ringers; 

If I get in a Doors, not the Pow r o'th' Country, 

Nor all my Aunt's Curſes, ſhall diſembogue me. 
Tur. Bid her come hither preſently, hum, tis he. 

Exit Servant. 
Wild. I am betrayd to one that will eternallylaugh at me, 

Three of theſe Rogues will jeer a Horſe to Death. 

Luar. Tis Mr. Wildbrain ſure, and yet methinks 

His Faſhion's ſtrangely altered; Sirrah, Watchman, 

You Rugamuffin, turn you louzy Bear's Skin: 

You with the Bed-rid Bill. 2 
Vor. VI. E There's 
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Wild. Has found me out, 
There's no avoiding him; I had rather now 
Be arraign'd at Newgate for a Robbery, 
Than anſwer to his Articles: Your Will, Sir, 
I am in haſte. 

Lur. Nay, then I will make bold wi'ye; 

A Watchman, and aſham'd to ſhew his Countenance, 
His Face of Authority? I have ſeen that Phyſiognomy; 
Were you never in Priſon for pilfering? 

Mild. How the Rogue worries me. 

Lur, Why may not this 
Be the Villain robb'd my Houſe laſt Night, 
And walks diſguis'd in this malignant Rug, 
Arm'd with a Tun of Iron? I will have you 
Before a Magiſtrate. 

Wild. W hat will become of me? 

Lur. What art thou? ſpeak. | : 

Wild.1 am the wandring Jem, and pleaſe your W orſhip. 

Lur. By your leave Rabbi, 1 will ſhew you then 
A Synagogue, yclept Bridewel, where you, 
Under Correction, may reſt your ſelf: 
You have brought a Bill to guard you, there be Dog- 
To firk ſuch rugg'd Curs, Whips without Bells(W hips 
Indeed. 

Wild. Bells. 

Lur. How he ſweats? ; 
Mild I muſt be known, as good at firſt; now jeer on, 
But do not anger me too impudently, 
The Rabbi will be mov'd then. 

Lur. How ? Jack Wildbrain? | 


Haſt in thy Brains? 
Wild. No more Bells, 
No more Bells, they ring backwards. | 
Lur. Why where's the Wench, the Bleſſing that befel 
The unexpected Happineſs ? Where's that, Fack? (thee ? 
Where are thy golden Days? 
Wild. It was his Trick, as ſure as I am louzy, 
But how to be reveng'd 9 


Lur. 
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| 1 
Lur. Fie, fie, Fack, l 
Marry a Watchman's Widow in thy young Days, l 
With a Revenue of old Iron and a Rug ? 
Is this the Paragon, the dainty Piece, | 
The delicate divine Rogue ? 

Wild. Tis enough, I am undone, | 
Mark'd for a Miſery, and ſo leave prating; | 
Give me my Bill. | 

Lur. You need not ask your Tailor's, | 
Unleſs you had better Linings; it may be, | 
To avoid Suſpicion, you are going thus | | 
Diſguis'd to your fair Miſtreſs. 

Wild. Mock no further, | 
Or as I live, I'll lay my Bill o'thy Pate, | 
I take a Watchman's Fury into my Fingers, | 
To hy no Judgment to diſtinguiſh Perſons, | 
And knock thee down. 4 

Lur. Come, I ha' done, and now | 
Will ſpeak ſome Comfort to thee, I will lcad thec 
Now to my Miſtreſs hitherto conceal'd ; 

She ſhall take Pity on thee too, ſhe loves Wh 
A handſome Man; thy Miſery invites me 14 
To do thee good, Vll not be jcalous, ac“; 

Her Beauty ſhall commend it ſelf; but du not, 15 
When have brought you into Grace, ſupplant me. i 

Wild. Art thou in earneſt? by this cold Iron 

Lur. No Oaths, I am not coſtive ; here the comes. 
Enter Miſtreſs. 

Sweet-heart, [ have brought a Gentleman, 
A Friend of mine, to be acquainted with you, 
He's other than he ſeems; why d'ye {tare thus? 
Mift. O Sir, forgive me, I have done ye wrong. 
Lur. What's the Matter? didſt ever ſee her afore, 
Fack? * 

Wild. Prithee do what thou wot wi'me, if thou ha 
A Mind, hang me up quickly. 

Tur. Never deſpair, VII give thee my ſhare rather, 

2 Take 
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Take her, 1 hope ſhe loves thee ar firſt Sight, 

She has Petticoats will patch thee up a Suit; 

I refign all, only I'll keep theſe Trifles, 

I took fome Pains for 'em, I take it, Fack; 

What think you, Pink of Beauty? Come, let me 

Counſel you both to marry, ſhe has a Trade, 

If you have Audacity to hook in Gameſters: 

Let's ha' a Wedding, you will be wondrous rich; 

For ſhe is impudent, and thou art miſerable; N 

Twill be a rare Match. ; 
A iſt. As you are a Man, forgive me, I'll redeem all. 
Lur. You wo'not to this Geer of Marriage then? 1 
Wild. No, no, I thank you Tom, I can watch for | 

A Groat a Night, and be every Gentleman's Fellow. 

[Exit Miſtreſs. 
Lur. Riſe and be good, keep home, and attend your 
Buſineſs. 
a + Thou haſt done't to purpoſe, givemethy Hand 
ont; 

Shall we be Friends? Thou ſee'ſt what State I am in, 

I' undertake this Penance to my Aunt, 

Jaſt as | am, and openly I'll go; 

Where, if | be receiv'd again for cui rant, 

And Fortune ſmile once mo e (fie Jack. 
Lur. Nav, nay, I'm C{aisfy'd, fo farewel, honeſt low- 
Wild. J eannot help it, ſome Men meet with ſtrange 

Deſtinies. 

If things go right thou may*ſt be hang'd, and I 

May live to ſee't, and purchaſe thy Apparcl ; 

S» farewel Tom. Commend me to thy Polcat. Exit. 


Enter Lady, Nurſe and Servant. 


Lady. Now that I have my Counſel ready, and my 
The Judpes all informed of the Abuſes; (Cauſe ripe ; 
Now that he ſhould be gone. 

Nurfe. No Man knows whither, 

And yet they talk he went forth with a Conſtable 
That cold him of ftrange Buſineſs, that would bring him 
Mony and Lands, ard Heav'n knows what; but hy 

| ave 
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Have ſearch'd, and cannot find out ſuch an Officer: 
And as a Secret, Madam, they told your Man 
Nicholas, whom you ſent thither as a Spy, 
They had a ſhrewd ſuſpicion *twas the Devil 
I 'th' likeneſs of a Conſtablc, that has tempted him 
By this time to ſtrange things; there have been Men 
As rich as he, have met convenient ! ivers, 
And ſo forth; many Trees have born ſtrange Fruits: 
D'ye think he has not hang'd himſelt? 
Lady. If he be hang'd, who has his Goods ? 
Nurſe. They are forfeited, they ſay. 
Lady. He has hang'd himſelf for certain then, 
Only to cozen me of my Girl's Portion. 
Nurſe. Very likely. 
Lady.Or did not the Conſtablecarry him to ſome Priſon? 
Nurſe. They thought on that too, and ſearch'd every 
where. 


Nurſe. Nay, they did look among the Quarters too, 
And muſtered all the Bridge-Houſe for his Night- cap. 


Enter Servant. | 


Ser. Madam, here is the Gentleman again. 

Lady. What Gentleman? 

Ser. He that lov'd my young Miſtreſs. 

= Lady. Alas, 'tis Heartlove, twill but feed his Melancholy 

To let him ſee Maria, ſince we dare not 

Vet tell the World ſhe lives; and certainly, 

Did not the violence of his Paſſion blind him, 

He would ſee paſt her borrowed Tongue and Habit. 

Mar ſe. Pleaſe you entertain him awhile, Madam, 

III caft about for ſomething with your Daughter. 

Lady. Do what thou wo't; pray Mr. Heartlove enter. 

FExeunt Servant and Nurſe ſeverally. 


Enter Frank Heartlove. 


Frank. Madam, I come to ask your gentle Pardon. 
Lady. Pardon, for what? you ne'er offended me. 
Frank. Yes, if ye be the Mother of Maria. 

E 3 Laby. 


Lady. He may be cloſe for Treaſon, perhaps executed. 
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Lady. 1 was her Mother, but that word is cancell'd, 
And buried with her in that very minute 
Her Soul fled from her; we loſt both our Names 
Of Mother and of Daughter. 
Frank. Alas, Madam, 
If your R lation did conſiſt but in 
Thoſe naked terms, I had a Title nearcr, 
Since Love unitcs more than the tie of Blood; 
No matter for the empty Voice of Mother; 
Your Nature {till is left, which in her abſence 
Muſt love Maria, and not fee her Aſhes 
And Memory polluted. 
Lady. You amaze me; by whom? 
Frank, By me, I am the vile Profaner. 


Lady. Why do you ſpeak thus indiſercetly, Sir? 
You ever arte d der. 


Frank. | cid tive, 


But fince {hc < died, l ha' been a Villain to Fer 
Lady. I do beſeech you fay not ſo; all this 
Is but to make me know how much l ſinn'd, 
In forcing her to marry. 
Frank. Do not mock me, 
{ charge you by the Virgin you have wept for; 
For I have done an impious act againſt her, 
A decd able to fright her from her ſleep, | 
And through her Marble, ought to be reveng' d; 
A wickedneſs, that if 1 ſhould be ſilent, 
You as a Witneſs muſt accuſe me for't. 
Lady. Was I a Witneſs? 
Frank, Yes, you knew I lov'd 
Maria once; or grant, you did but think ſo, 
By what I ha profeſs d, or ſhe has told you, 
Was't not a fault unpardonable 3 in me, 
When I ſhould drop my Tears upon her Grave, 
Yes, and proof ſufficient, 
Lady. To what? 
Frank. Thar I, forgetful of my Fame and Vows 
To fair Maria, e' er the Worm could pierce 
Her tender Shroud, had chang'd her tor another; 


Did 
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Did you not bluſh to ſee me turn a Rebel? 
So ſoon to court a Shadow, a ſtrange thing, 
Without a Name? Did you not curſe my levity, 
Or think upon her Death with the leſs ſorrow, 
That ſhe had ſcap'd a Puniſhment more killing, 
Oh how I ſhame to think on't. 
Lady. Sir, in my 

Opinion, *rwas an Argument of Love 

To your Maria, for whoſe fake you could 
Aff ct one that but carricd her {mall likeneſs. 
Tran. No more, you are too charitable, but 

I know my guilt, and will from henceforth never 
Change words with that ſtrange Maid, whoſe innocent 
Like your Maria's won ſo late upon me: (Face 
My Paſſions are corrected, and 1 can 25 
Look on her now, and Woman-kind, without 
Love in a thought; tis thus, I came to tell you, 
If after this acknowledgment, you Il be 
So kind to ſhew me in what ſilent Grave 
You have diſpos'd your Daughter, I will ask 
Forviveneſs of all her Duſt, and never leave, 
"Till with a loud Confeſſion of my Shame, 

I wake her Ghoſt, and that pronounce my Pardon: 
Will you deny this favour? then farewel, 

PII never fee you more: Ha! 


Enter Nurſe, Maria in her own Apparel ; after ſome 
ſhew of wonder, Heartlove goes tiwards her. 


Lady. Be not deluded, Sir, upon my Lite 
This © the Soul whom you but thought Maria 
In my Daughter's Habit; what did you mean, Nurſe? 
I knew ſhe would but cozen you, is ſhe not like now? 
One Dew unto another is not ncarer. 
Nurſe. She thinks ſhe is a Gentlewoman 
And that Imagination has ſo taken her, 
She ſcorns to ſpeak; how handſomly ſhe carries it, 
As if the were a well-bred thing, her Body? 
And I warrant you, what looks? 


E 4 Lady. 
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Lady. Pray be not fooliſh. 


Frank, 1 diſturb no Body, ſpeak but half a word 
And I am ſatisfied ; but what needs that? 
Fil ſwear 'tis ſhe. 
Lady. But do not, I beſeech you; 
For tiuſt me, Sir, you know not what I know. 
Frank. Peace then, - 
And let me pray; ihe holds up her hands with m 
Lady. This will betray all. 
Frank. Love ever honour'd, 


And ever young, thou Sovereign of all Hearts, 


Of all our Sorrows the ſweet eaſe. [ Sbe weeps now. 


Does ſhe ſtill cozen me? 
Nurſe. You will ſee anon; 
Twas her deſire, expect the iſſue, Madam. 


Frank. My Souls fo big, I cannot pray; tis ſhe, 
I will go nearer. 


Enter Algripe, Lurcher, and Boy. 


Nurſe. Here's Mr. Algripe, and other Strangers, Madam. 


Alg. Here, good Lady, 
Upon my Knees I ask thy Worſhip's Pardon 
Here's the whole Sum I had with thy fair Daughter 
Would ſhe were living, I might have her peace too, 
And yield her up again to her old liberty : | 
I had a Wife before, and could not marry; 


My Penance ſhall be, on that Man that honour'd her 
To confer ſome Land. 


Lady. This is incredible. 
Alg. *Tis truth. 
_ F£ur. Do you know me, Sir? 

Ag. Ha, the Gentleman I deceiv'd. 

Lur. My Name is Lure ber. 

Alg. *Shat have thy Mortgage. 

Luar. T ha' that already, no matter for the Deed 

vou releaſe it. 

Ag I'll do't before thy witneſs; 
But where's thy Siſter? if the. live I am happy, though 
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I conceal our Contract, which was 
Stolen from me with the Evidence of this Land. 


The Boy goes ro Maria, and gives ber a Paper; fhe won- 
ders, and ſmiles upon Heartlove z he amaz'd, ap- 


proaches ber: afterward ſhe ſhews it her Mother, 
and then gives it to Heartlove. 


\ Nurſe. Your Daughter ſmiles. 
Lyur. | hope the lives, but where, I cannot tell, Sir. 
Boy. Even here, and pleaſe you, Sir. 
Ag. How ? 
Boy. Nay, tis ſhe; 
To work thy fair way, I preſerved you, Brother, 
That would have loſt me willingly, and ſerv'd ye 
Thus like a Boy ; I ſerv'd you faithfully, 
And caſt your Plots to preſerve your Credit; 
Your foul ones I diverted to fair uſes 
So far as you would hearken to my Counſel; 
That all the World may know how much you owe me. 
Alg. Welcome entirely, welcome my dear Alathe, 
And when | loſe thee again, Bleſſing forſake me: 
Nay, let me kiſs thee in theſe Cloaths. 
ur. And I too, (tle Thief? 
And bleſs the time J had ſo wiſe aSiſter : Wert thouthe lit- 
Boy. I ſtole the Contract, I mult confeſs, 
And kept it to my ſelf, it moſt concern'd me. 
Frank. Contracted? this py his After-Marriage, 
Mar. Dare you give this Hand 
To this young Gentleman? my Heart goes with it. 
Alg. Mariaalive! how my Heart's exalted! tis my duty; 
Take her, Frank Heartlove, take her; and all Joys 
With her; beſides ſome Lands to advance her Jointure. 
Lady. What Ihave is your own, and bleſſings crown ye. 
Frank. Give me room, 
And freſh Air to conſider, Gentlemen, 


My hopes are too high. 


Mar. Be more temperate, 
Or I'll be Welſb again 
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Alg. A Day of wonder. 

Lur. Lady, your Love, I ha kept my word; there was 
A time, when my much ſuffering made me hate you, 
And to that end I did my beſt to croſs you: 
And fearing you were dead, I ſtole your Coffin, 
That you might never more uſurp my Office: 
Many more knacks I did, which at the Weddings 
Shall be told of as harmleſs Tales, 

| [ Shout within. 


Enter Wildbrain. 
Wild. Hollow your Throats apieces, I am at home; 
If you can roar me out again 
Lady. What thing is this? 
Lur. A continent of Fleas: room for the Pageant; 
Make room afore there; your Kinſman, Madam. 
Lady. My Kinſman? let me wonder! 
Mild. Do, and I'll wonder too to ſee this Company 
At peace one with another; 'tis not worth 
Your admiration, I was never dead yet ; 
You're merry Aunt, | ſee, and all your Company: 
If ye be not, VII fool up, and provoke ye; 
I will do any thing to get your love again: 
I'll forſwear Midnight, Taverns and Temptations ; 
Give good Example to your Grooms, the Maids 
Shall go to Bed, and take their reſt this Year; 
None {hall appear with Bliſters in their Bellies. 
Lur. And when you will fool again, you may go Ring. 
Wild. Madam, have mercy. 
Lady. Your Submiſhon, Sir, 
I gladly rake; we will 
Enquire the reaſon of this Habit afterwards ; 
Now you are ſoundly ſham'd, well, we reſtore you. 
Where's Toby? | 
Where's the Coachman ? 
Nurſe. He's a-bed, Madam, 
And has an Ague, he ſays. 
Lur. VI be his Phyſician. 
Lady. We muſt afoot then. 
Luar. E'er the Prieſt ha' done, 


Toby 


the Little Thief. | 2911 


Toby ſhall wait upon you with his Coach, 
And make your Flanders Mares dance back again we'ye, 
I warrant you, Madam, you are mortified, 
Your Suit ſhall be granted too. 
Wild. Make, make room afore thee. 
Lady. Home forward with glad Hearts, home, Child. 
Mar. | wait you. 
Frank. On joyfully, the Cure of all our Grief, 
Is owing to this pretty little Thief. ¶ Exeunt omnes. 
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PROLOGUE 


. Adies, to you, in whoſe Defence and Right, 

L Flercher's brave Muſe prepar d her ſelf 
to fight 

A Battel without Blood, twas well fought too, 
(The Viftory's yours, though got with much ado.) 
We do preſent this Comedy, in which 
A Rivulet of pure Wit flows, flrong and rich 
In Fancy, - Language, and all Parts that may 
Add Grace and Ornament to a merry Play. 
Which this may prove. Tet not to go too far 
In Promiſes from this our Female War, 
We do intreat the angry Men would not 
Expett the Mazes of a ſubtle Plot, 
Set Speeches, high Expreſſions, and what's worſe, 


In a true Comedy, politick Diſcourſe. 

The end we aim at, is to make you Sport; 

Tet neither gall the City, nor the Court. 

Hear, and obſerve his Comick Strain, and awhen 
T are fick of Melancholy, ſee't again. 

Tis no dear Phyſick, fince "twill quit the Coſt : 
Or his Intentions, with our Pains, are loſt. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
NME N. 


Oroſo, an old rich doating Citizen, Suitor 

to Livia. | 

e les, Two Gentlemen, Friends to Petruchio. 

Petruchio, An Italian Gentleman, Husband ts 
Maria. 

ah; A young Gentlewoman, in Love with 

ivia. 
Petronius, Father to Maria and Livia. 


1 c Two witty Servants to Petruchio. 
; 


Doctor. 
Apothecary. 
Watchmen. 
Porters. 


WOMEN. 


Maria, 4 chaſte witty Lady, 
Livia, Miſtreſs to Rowland, 


Daughters of Pe- 
tronius. 


Biancha, Their Couſin, and Commander in chief. 
City Wives, 5 To the Relief of the Ladies, of 


os two Maſculine 


Country Wives, 
Maids. 


SCENE LONDON, 


which two were drunk, 
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The Tamer Tam'd 


aL SCENEI 


Enter Moroſo, Sophocles, and Tranio, with 
Roſemary, as from a Medding. 


MOROSO. 

OD give 'em Joy. 
. Amen. 

Soph. Amen, ſay I too. (Wench, 
The Pudding's now 1'th* Proof, alas poor 
Through what a Mine of Patience mutt 
chou work, 

E'er thou know'ſt good Hour more? 
Tra, *Tis too true: Certain, 
Methinks her Father has dealt harſhly with her, 
Exceeding harſhly, and not like a Father, 
To match her to this Dragon; I proteſt 
I pity the poor Gentlewoman. 
Mor. Methinks now, 
He's not ſo terrible as People think him. 
Sopb. This old Thief flatters, out of meer Devotion, 
To pleaſe the Father for his ſecond Daughter. 
Tra. But ſhall he have her? 
* 1 Yes, when I have Rome. 
And yet the Father's for him. 
Vor. VI. F Mor. 
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Mor. YI aflure ye, 
I hold him a good Man. 
Sopb. Yes, ſure a wealthy, 
But whether a good Woman's Man is doubtful. 
Ira. Would 'twere no worſe. 
Mor. What though his other Wife, 
Out of her moſt abundant ſoberneſs, 
Out of her daily Hue and Cries upon him, 
(For ſure the was a Rebel) turn'd his Temper, 
And forc'd him blow as high as ſhe ; Does't follow 
He mult retain that long fance buried Tempeſt, 
To this ſoft Maid? 
Soph. ] fear it. 
Tra. So dol too: 
And ſo far, that if God had made me Woman, 
And his Wife that muſt be 
Aor. What wou'd you do, Sir? 
Tra. 1 would learn to eat Coals with an angry Cat, 
And ſpit fire at him: I would, to prevent him, 
Do all the ramping, roaring Tricks, a W hore 
Being drunk, and rumbling ripe, would tremble at- 
There is no ſaſety elſe, nor moral Wiſdom, 
To be a Wife, and his. 
Soph. So I ſhould think too. | 
Tra. For yet the bare remembrance of his firſt Wife 
(I tell ye on my Knowledge, and a Truth too) 
Will make him ſtart in's ſleep, and very often 
Cry out for Cudgels, Coleſtaves, any thing; 
Hiding his Breeches, out of fear her Ghoſt 
Should walk, and wear 'em yet. Since his firſt Marriage, 
He is no more the ſtill Perruchio, 
Than lam Babylon. 
Sopb. He's a good Fellow, 
And on my word l love him; but to think 
A fit-match for this tender Soul 
Tra. His very frown, if ſhe but ſay her Prayers 
Louder than Men talk Treaſon, makes him Tinder ; 
he motion of a Dial, when he's teſty, 
Is the fame trouble to him as a Water-work; 
She muſt do nothing of her ſelf, not eat, 


Drink, 
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Drink, ſay Sir, how do ye? make her ready, unready, 
Unleſs he bid her. 


Soph. He will bury her, 
Ten Pound totwenty Shillings, within theſe three Wer 
Tra. Pl be your half. 
Enter Jaques with a Pot of Wine. 
Mor. He loves her moſt extreamly, 
And fo long 'twill be Honey-moon. Now Jaques. 
You are a buſie Man I am ſure, 
Faq. Ves, certain, 
This old ſport muſt have Eggs. 
Sopb. Not yet this ten Days. 
Faq. Sweet Gentlemen with Muskade!. 
Tra. Thar's right, Sir. 
Mor. This Fellow broods his Matter ; { +! \, 
Soph. We ſhall be for you preiently. 
Faq. Your Worſhips 
Shall have it rich and neat, and o' my onleio ly 
As welcome as our Lady-day: Oh my old 
When ſhall we ſee your Worſhip run a: 12 in - ? 
That hour, a ſtanding were worth Mony i 
Mor. So, Sir. 
Faq. Upon my little Honeſty, your Milſtrc{-, 
If I have any Speculation, muſt think 
This ſingle thrumming of a Fiddle, 
Without a Bow, but even poor ſport. | 4 
1 


0 


3 
- 


* 8 MESS I ²˙ i . ⁵—vA— TON * 


——̃ rr A oo. EE rs > 
=> A - — - F-4 p4 - * 
8 . — =_ = — 
= 2 — # © k . * — 
— W — * 1 — — —_—_—_— 


1D 


Mor. You're merry. (up. 
Faq. Would I were wiſe too, ſo God bleſs your W 
Tra. The Fellow tells you true. Exit ga 
Soph, When is the day, Man? 

Come, come, you'll ſteal a Marriage. 

Mor. Nay, believe me: 

But when her Father pleaſes, I am ready, 

And all my Friends ſhall know it. 
Tre. Why not now? 

One charge had ſerv'd for both. 
Mor. I here's reaſon in't. 


Soph. Cal'd Rowland — — 


Py 


Mr. Will ye walk? 
They'll think we are loſt: Come Gentlemen. 
F2 | Tra. 
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Tra. You have wip'd him now. 
b. So will he never the Wench, I hope. 
ra. I wiſh it. [ Exeunt; 


SCE NE H. 


Enter Rowland and Livia. 5 
Row. Now Livia, if you'll go away to Night, 
If your Affections be not made of Words. 
Liv. I love you, and you know how dearly Rowland, 


Is there none near us? My Affections ever 


Have been your Servants, with what Superſtition 
I have ever Sainted you— - 

Row. Why then rake this way. 

Liv.” Twill be a childiſh, and a leſs proſperous Courſe, 
Than his that knows not Care; why ſhould we do 
Our honeſt and our hearty love ſuch wrong, 


 Toover-run our Fortunes? | 


Kow, Then you flatter. 
Liv. Alas, you know I cannot, 
4 * 2 What hope's left elſe 
ut flying, to enjoy ye? 
Liv. N one WE” 
For let it be admitted, we have time, 
And all things now in other ExpeCtation, 
My Farher's bent againſt us; what but Ruin, 
Can ſuch a by-way bring us? If your fears 
Would let you look with my Eyes, I would ſhew you, 
And certain, how our ſtaying here would win us 
A Courſe, though ſ mewhat longer, yet far ſurer. 
Row. And then Aoroſo h'as ye. 
Liv. No ſuch matter; 9 i 
For hold this certain, Begging, Stealing, W horing, 
Selling (which is a Sin unpardonable) 
Of counterfeit Cods, or muſty Engliſh Croacus ; 
Switches, or Stones for th* Tooth-ach, ſooner finds me, 
Than that drawn Fox, Adoroſ. | 
Row. But his Mony, 
If Wealth may win you - 
Liv. If a Hog may be 


Oh 
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Oh Love forgive me, what Faith haſt thou? 
Why, can his Mony kiſs me? 
Row, Yes. 
Liv. Behind, 
Laid out upon a Petticoat ; or graſpe me 
While I cry, Oh good thank you? O' my Troth 
Thou mak'ſt me merry with thy fear: Or lie with me, 
As you may do? Alas, what fools you Men are? 
His mouldy Mony? Half a dozen Riders, 
That cannot fit, but ſtampr faſt to their Saddles ? 
No Rowland, no Man ſhall make uſe of me; 
My Beauty was born free, and free I'll give it 
To him that loves, not buys me. You yet doubt me. 
Row, I cannot fay I doubt ye. 
Liv. Go thy ways, 
Thou art the prettieſt puling piece of Paſſion : 
Ffaith 1 will not fail thee. 
Rom. I had rather 
Liv. Prethee believe me, if I do not carry it, 
For both our goods — 
Row. But 
Liv. What but? 
Row. I would tell you. 
Liv, Iknow all you can tell me, all's but this, 
You would have me, and lie with me; is't not ſo? 
Row. Ves. 
Liv. Why you ſhall, will that content you? Go. 
Row. I am very loath to go. 
Enter Biancha and Maria, 
Liv. Now o my Conſcience 
Thou art an honeſt Fellow, here's my Siſter ; 
Go, prethee go; this Kiſs, and credit me, 
E'er I am three Nights older, I am for thee: 


You ſhall hear what I do. 
Farewel. 


Row, Farewel. [Exit Rowland, 


Liv. Alas poor Fool, how it looks? 
It would ev'n hang it ſelf, ſhould I bur crots :t. 
For pure Love to the matter I muſt hatch ir. 

Bia, Nay, never look for merry hour, M. 
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If now you make it not; let not your Bluſhes, 
Your Modeſty, and tenderneſs of Spirit, 
Make you continual Anvile to his Anger: 
Believe me, fince his firſt Wife ſet him going, 
Nothing can bind his Rage: Take your own Council, 
You ſhall not ſay that I perſwaded you. 
But if you ſuffer him 
Mar. Stay, ſhall I do it? 
Bia. Have you a Stomach to't? 
Mar, | never ſhew'd it. 
Bia. Twill ſhew the rarer and the ſtronger in you. 
But do not fay I urg'd you. 
Mar. I am perfect, 
Like Gurtius, to redeem my Country, I have 
Leap'd into this gulph of Marriage, and III do it. 
Farewel all poorer Thoughts, but Spight and Anger, 
Till I have wrought a Miracle. Now Couſin, 
I am no more the gentle, tame Maria; 
Miſtake me not, I have a new Soul in me 
Made of a North-wind, nothing but Tempeſt; 
And like a Tempeſt ſhall it make all Ruin, 
Till I have run my Will out. 
Biz. This is brave now, 
If you continue it, but your own Will lead you. 
Mar. Adicu all Tenderneſs, I dare continue; 
Maids that are made of Fears, and modeſt Bluſhes, 
View me, and love Example. 
Biz. Here is your Siſter. | 
Mar. Here is the brave old Man's Love. 
_ Bia. That loves the young Man. (Heart is*r? 
Mar. Ay, and hold thee there Wench ; What a grief of 
W hen Paphos Revels ſhould rowze up old Night, 
To (ſweat againſt a Cork, to lie and tell re 
The Clock o'th* Lungs, to riſe ſport ſtary d? 
Liv. Dear, Siſter, - 
Where have you been, you talk thus? 
Mar. Why at Church, Wench), 
Where Iam ty'd to talk thus: 1am a Wife now. 
Liv. It ſeems fo, and a modeſt. 9 
Mar. You are an Aſs; ' 


When 


When thou art married once, thy Modeſty 
Will never buy thee Pins. 
Liv. Bleſs me. 
Mar. From what? 
Bia. From ſuch a tame Fool as our Couſin Livia? 
Liv. You are not mad. 
Mar. Yes Wench, and ſo muſt you be, 
Or none of our acquaintance; mark me, Livia; 
Or indeed fit for our Sex: Tis Bed time. 
Pardon me yellow Hymen, that 1 mean 
Thine Offerings to protract, or to keep faſting 
My valiant Bridegroom. | 
Liv. W hither will this Woman? 
Bia. You may perceive her end. 
Liv. Or rather fear it. 
Mar. Dare you be Partner in't? 
Liv. Leave it Maria, 
I fear I have mark'd too much, for goodneſs leave it; 
Diveſt you with obedient Hands, to Bed. 
| Mar. To Bed? No Livia, there are Comets hang 
Prodigious over that yet; there's a Fellow 
Muſt yet, before I know that heat (ne*er ſtart Wench) 
Be made a Man, for yet he is a Monſter; 
Here muſt his Head be, Livia. 
Liu. Never hope it. 
'Tis as eaſie with a Sive to ſcoop the Ocean, as 
To tame Petruchio, 
Mar. Stay: Lucina hear me, 
Never unlock the Treaſure of my Womb 
For humane Fruit, to make it capable, 
Nor never with thy ſecret Hand make brief 
A Mother's Labour to me, if I do ; 
Give way unto my married Husband's Will, 
Or be a Wife in any thing but hopes, 
Till I have made him eaſie as a Child, 
And tame as Fear, he ſhall not win a ſmile, 
Or a pleas d look, from this Auſterity, > =» 
Though ir would pull another Jointure from him, 
And make him ev'ry day another Man, 
And when I kiſs him, on have my Will, 
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May I be barren of Delights, and know 
Only what Pleaſures are in Dreams, and Gueſſes. 
Liv. A ſtrange Exordium. 
Bia, All the ſeveral Wrongs 
Done by Imperious Husbands to their Waves 
Theſe thouſand years and upwards, ſtrengrhen thee : 
Thou haſt a brave Cauſe. 
Mar. And I'll do it bravely, 
Or may knit my Life out ever after. 
Liv, In what part of the World got ſhe this Spirit? 
Yet pray Maria, look before you truly, 
Beſides the Obedience of a Wife, 
Which you will find a heavy imputation, 
Which yet 1 cannot think yout own, it ſhews 
So diſtant from your ſweetneſs. 
Mar. Tis, I ſwear. - 
Liv. Weigh but the Perſon, and the hopes you have, 
To work this deſperate Cure. 
Mar. A weaker Subject 
Would ſhame the end I aim at, Diſobedience. 
You talk too tamely: By the faith I have 
In mine own noble Will, thar childiſh Woman 
That lives a Priſoner to her Husband's Pleaſure, 
Has loſt her making, and becomes a Beaſt, 
Created for his Uſe, not Fellowſhip. 
Liv. His firſt Wife ſaid as much. 
Mar. She was a Fool, | 
And took a ſcurvy Courſe; let her be nam'd- . 
Mongſt thoſe that wiſk for things, but dare not do. em: 
I have a new Dance for him. 
Liu. Are you of this Faith? 
Bia. Yes truly, and will die in't. 
Liv. Why then let's all wear Breeches. 
Mar. Now thou com'ſt near the nature of a Woman, 
Hang theſe tame hearted Eyaſſes, that no ſooner 
S-e the Lure out, and hear their Husband's hollow, 
gut cry like Kites upon 'em: The free Haggard 
(W hich is that Woman, that hath Wing, and knows it, 
Spirit and Plume) will make an hundred checks, 
r 
ö , * 1 
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And look out ev'ry Pleaſure, not regarding 
Lure, nor Quarry, till her pitch command 
What ſhe deſires, making her foundred Keeper 
Be glad to fling out Trains, and golden ones, 
To take her down again. 
Liv. You are learned, Siſter 
Yer I ſay till take heed. 
Mar. A witty ſaying, 
Il tell thee Livia, bat this Fellow tired 
As many Wives as Horſes under him, 
With ſpurring of their Patience, had he got 
A Patent, with an Office to reclaim us, 
Confirm'd by Parliament, had he all the Malice 
And ſubtilty of Devils, or of us, 
Or any thing that's worſe than both. 
Liv. Hey, hey Boys, this is excellent. 
Mar. Or could he 
Caſt his Wives new again, like Bells, to make 'em 
Sound to his Will, or had the fearful Name 
Of the firſt breaker of wild Women; yet, 
Yet would I undertake this Man, thus ſingle, 
And, ſpight of all the freedom he has reach'd to, 
Turn him and bend him as I liſt, and mould him 
Into a Babe again, that aged Women, 
Wanting both Teeth and Spleen, may maſter him. 
Bia. Thou wilt be Chronicl'd. 
Mar. That's all 1 aim at. 
Liv. I muſt confeſs, I do with all my Heart 
Hate an imperious Husband, and in time 
Might be ſo wrought upon. 
Bia. To make him Cuckold? 
Mar. If he deſerve it. | 
Liv. Then III leave ye, Ladies. 
Bia, Thou haſt not ſo much noble Anger in thee. 
Mar. Go ſleep, go ſleep; what we intend to do, 
Lies not for ſuch ſtarv'd Souls, as thou haſt, Livia. 
Liv. Good night, the Bridegroom will be with you 
Mar. 'That's more than . (preſently. 
Liv. If ye work upon him, | 
As you have promiſed, ye may give Example, 
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Which no doubt will be followed. 
Mar. So. 
Bia, Good Night, we'll trouble you no further. 
Mar. If you intend no good, pray do no harm. 
Liv. None, but pray for you. [Exit Livia. 
Bia, Cheer Wench. 
Mar, Now Biancha, 

Thoſe wits we have, let's wind 'em to the height. 

\ My reſt is up Wench, and I pull for that 
Will make me ever famous. They that lay 
Foundations, are half-builders, all Men fay. 
| Eurer Jaques, 

Jag. My Maſter, forſooth, (to him. 
Mar. Oh how does thy Maſter? Prethee commend me 
Jag. How's this? My Maſter ſtays, forſooth. 
Mar. Why let him ſtay, who hinders him, forſooth ? 
Faq. The Revel's ended now, 

To viſit you. 
Mar. I am not fick, 
Jag. I mean to fee his Chamber, forſooth. 

Man. Leg. Am I his Groom? Where lay he laſt Night, for- 
Fag. In the low matted Parlour. (ſooth? 
Mar. There lies his way by the long Gallery. 
Jag. Imean your Chamber: You're very merry, Miſtreſs. 
Mar. Tis a good ſign 1 am ſound-hearted, 3 

But if you'll know where 1 lie, follow me; 

And what thou ſeeſt, deliver to thy Maſter. | 
Bia. Do, gentle * [Exennt. 
Faq. Ha, is the Wind in that Door? 

By'r Lady we ſhall have foul weather then : 

I do not like the ſhuffling of theſe Women, (ther : 

They are mad Beaſts, when they knock their Heads toge- 

I have obſerv'd them all this Day, their Whiſpers, 

One in anothers Ear, their ſigns and pinches, 

And breaking often into violent Laughters: 

As if the end they purpos'd were their own. | 

Call you this Weddings? Sure this is a Knavery, 

A very Trick, and dainty Knavery, - 

Marvellous finely carried, that's the Comfort: 

W hat would theſe Women do in ways of . bat 
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That are ſuch Mafters this way? Well, my Sir 

Has been as good at finding out theſe To) s, 

As any living, if he loſe it now, 

At his own Peril be it. I muſt follow. Exit. 


KN i. 


Enter Servants with Lights, Petruchio, Petronius, 
Morolo, Tranio, and Sophocles. 
Petru. Vou that are married, Gentlemen; have at ye 
For a round ls + now. 
Soph. Of this Night's Stage? 
Perru. Yes. (Shillings. 
Soph. T am your firſt Man, a pair of Gloyes of twenty 
Petru. Done; who takes me up next? I am for all bets. 
Mor. Well luſty Lawrence, were but my Night now, 
Old as Iam, I would make you clap on Spurs, 
But I would reach you, and bring you to your trot too: 
I would, Gallants. (Boy, ba? 
Per. Well ſaid, good Will; but where's the Staff 
Old father Time, your Hour-glaſs is empty. 
Tra. A good tough train would break thee to all pieces; 
Thou haſt not breath enough to ſay thy Prayers. 
Petro. See how theſe Boys deſpiſe us. Will you to Bed, 
This pride will have a fall. (Son? 
Perru. Upon your Daughter 
But I ſhall riſe again, if there be truth 
In Eggs, and butter'd Parſnips. 
Petro. Will you to bed, Son, and leave talking? 
Tomorrow Morning we ſhall have you look, 
Forall your great words, like St. George at Kingſton, 
Running a Foot-back from the furious Dragon, 
That with her angry Tail belabours him 
For being lazie. 
Da. if 
Perry. *Tis very well, Sir. 


1 


What then? 
Sepb. Fly, fly, quoth then the fearful Dwarfe; 
Here is no plage for living Man. 


is Courage quench'd, and fo far quench'd—— 


Petru. Well my Maſters, if Ido fink under my buſineſs, 


carried 


4 I find tis very poſſible, I am not the firſt that has miſ- 


SL 


. 
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carried; So that's my Comfort, what may be done with- 
out impeach or waſte, I can and will do. 

Enter Jaques. 
How now, is my fair Bride a-bed ? 

Jag. No truly, Sir. 

Petro. Not a- bed yet? Body o' me; we'll up and 
rifle her; here's a coil with a Maiden-head, tis not in- 
tail'd, is it ? 

Petru. If it be, IIl try all the Law i'th* Land, but 111 
cut it off; let's up, let's up, come. 

Faq. That you cannot neither. 

Petru. Why? 

Faq. Unleſs you'll drop through the Chimney like a 
Daw, or force a breach i' th“ Windows; you may untile 
the Houſe, tis poſſible. 

Petru. What doſt thou mean? 

Faq. A Moral, Sir, the Ballad will expreſs it; 

The Wind and the Rain, has turn'd you back again, 

And you cannot be lodged there. Thetruth is,all the Doors 
Are baracadoed ; not a Cathole, but holds a murd'rer in't. 
She's victuall'd for this Month. p 

Petru. Art not thou drunk ? 

Soph. He's drunk, he's drunk; come, come, let's up. 

Jag. Yes, yes, I am drunk; ye may go up, ye may 
Gentlemen, but take heed to your Heads; I ſay no more. 

Soph. I'll try that. Exit Soph. 

Petro. How doſt thou ſay? the Door faſt lock'd, Fellow? 

Jag. Yes truly, Sir, tis Jock'd, and guarded too; 


and two as deſperate Tongues planted behind it, as e er 


yet batter d; they ſtand upon their Honours, and will 
not give up without ſtrange Compoſition, T'll aſſure 
you; marching away with their Pieces cockt, and Bul- 
lets in their Mouths, will not fatisfie them. | 

Petru. How's this? How's this? they are 
Is there another with her? 

Faq. Yes, marry is there, and an Enginier. 

Mor. Who's that, for Heav'n's ſake ? 

Faq, Colonel Biancha, ſhe commands the works; Spins 
las but a Ditcher to her, there's a Half: moon; I am but 
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a poor Man, but if you'll give me leave, I'll venture a 
car's Wages, draw all your force before it, and mount 

your ableſt Piece of Battery, you ſhall not enter it theſe 

three Nights yet. | 

Enter Sophocles. 
Petru. I ſhould laugh at that, good N 
Soph. Beat back again, ſhe's fortified for ever. 
. Aml drunk now, Sir ? 


Soph. He that dares moſt, go up now, and be cool'd. 
I have ſcap'd a pretty ſcowring. 


Petru. What, are they mad? have we another Bedlam? 
They do not talk, I hope ? 
h 


_ Oh terribly, extreamly fearful, the Noiſe at 
= Lndon-bridee is nothing near her. 

Petru. How got ſhe Tongue ? 

Soph. As you got Tail, ſhe was born to't, 

Perru. Lock'd out a Doors, and on my Wedding-night? 
Nay, and I ſuffer this, I may go graze; 

Come Gentlemen, 1'11 Batter; are theſe Virtues ? 

Spb. Do, and be beaten off with ſhame, as I was; I 
went up, came to th' Door, knock*d, no Body anſwer'd ; 
knock'd louder, yet heard nothing; would have broke 
in by force; when ſuddenly a Water-work flew from 
the Window with ſuch Violence, that had I not duck'd 
quickly like a Fryer, cetera quis neſcit? The Chamber's 
nothing but a meer Oftend, in every Window Pewter 
Cannons mounted, you'll quickly find with what they 
are charg'd, Sir. 

Petru. Why then tantara for us. 

Soph. And all the lower Works lin'd ſure with ſmall 
ſhor, long Tongues with Fire-locks, that at twelve 
ſcore Blank hit to the Heart; now and ye dare go up. 
| Enter Maria and Bianca above. 

Mor. The Window opens, beat a Parley firſt; 
I am ſo much amaz'd, my very Hair ſtands. 

Petro, Why how now Daughter; what, intrench'd ? 

Mar. A little guarded for my ſafety, Sir. 

Petru. For your ſafety, Sweet-heart? Why who offends 
I come not to uſe Violence. n 


Mar. I think you cannot, Sir, I am better fortified. 
Peru, I know your end, You 


ies 
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You would fain reprieve your Maiden-head 
A Night, or two. | 

Mar. Yes, or ten, or twenty, or ſay an hundred; 
Or indeed, till I lift lie with you. 

Soph. That's a ſhrewd ſaying z from this preſent Hour 


1 never will believe a ſilent Woman. 
When they break out they are Bonkires. (Madam 


Petro. Till you liſt, lie with him? Why who arc you, 
Bia. That trim Gentleman's Wife, Sir. 

Petru. Cry you mercy, do you command too? 

Mar. Ves, marry does ſhe, and in chief. 

Bia. 1 do command, and you ſhall go without ; 


(1 mean your Wife, for this Night.) 


Mar. And for the next too Wench, and ſo as't follows. 
Ferro. Thou wilt not, wilt a? 
Mar. Yes indeed dear Father, | 

And till he Seal to what I ſhall ſer down, 

For any thing I know for ever. 

Sopb. Indeed theſe are Bug-words. 

Tra. You hear, Sir, ſhe can talk, God be thanked. 

Perru. I would I heard it not, Sir. (man, 

Soph. I find that all the Pity beſtow'd upon this Wo- 
Makes but an Anagram of an ill Wife, 

For ſhe was never virtuous. 

Perru. You'll let me in, I hope, for all this jeſting. 

Mar. Hope ſtill, Sir. | 

Perro. You will come down, I am ſure. 

Mar. I am ſure I will not. 

Petro. I'll fetch you then. 1 

Bia. The power of the whole County cannot, Sir, 
Unleſs we pleaſe to yield, which yet I think 
We ſhall not; charge when you pleaſe, you ſhall 
Hear quickly from us. | | 

Mor. Bleſs me from a Chicken of thy hatching, 

Is this wiving ? 

Petru. Prethee Maria, tell me what's the Reaſon, 
And do it freely, you deal thus ſtrangely with me? 
You were not forc'd to marry, your Conſent 
Went equally with mine, if not before it: 

I hope you do not doubt I want that Mettle 
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A Man ſhould have, to keep a Woman waking 
I would be ſorry to be ſuch a Saint yet; 
My Perſon, as it is not excellent, 
So 'tis not old, nor lame, nor weak with Phyſick, 
But well cnough to pleaſe an honeſt Woman, 
That keeps her Houſe, and loves her Husband. 
Mar. *Tis ſo. | 
Pet. My Means and my Conditions are no Shaniers 
Of him that owes em, all the World knows that, 
And my Friends no reliers en my Fortunes. 
Mar. All this I believe, and none of all theſe Parcels 
I dare accept againſt; nay more, ſo far 
Jam from making theſe the ends 1 aim at, 
Theſe idle outward things, theſe Womens Fears, 
That were I yet unmarried, free to chuſe 
Through all the Tribes of Man, Ill take Perrucbio 
In's ſhirt, with one ten Groats to pay the Prieſt, 
Before the beſt Man living, or the ableſt (ones. 
That &er leap'd out of Lancaſhire, and they are right 
Petro. Why do you play the Fool then, and ſtand 
Out of the Window, like a broken Miller! (prating 
Petru. If you will have me Credit you, Maria, 
Come down, and let your Love confirm it. 
Mar. Stay there, Sir, that Bargain's yet to make. 


Bia. Play ſure Wench, the Pack's in thine own Hand. 


Soph. Let me die lowſie, if theſe two Wenches 
Be not brewing Knavery to ſtock a Kingdom. 

Petru. Why this is a Riddle; 
I love you, and I love you not. 

Mar. It is ſo; 
And till your own Experience do untie it, 
This diſtance I muſt keep. 
, Petru. If you talk more, 

am angry, very angry. 

Mar. 1225 olad 25 and 1 will talk. 

Petru. Prethee Peace, 
Let me not think thou art Mad. I tell thee, Woman, 
If thou goeſt forward, I am ſtill Perruc bio. 

Mar. And I am worſe, a Woman that can fear 


Neither Petruchio Furius, nor his Fame, 


f Nor 
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Nor any thing that tends to our Allegiance ; 
There's a ſhort Method for you, now you know me. 

Petru. It you can carry't fo, 'tis very well. 

Bia. No, you ſhall carry it, Sir. 

Petru. Peace, gentle Low-bel. $A. 

Petro. Uſe no more Words, but come down inſtantly, 
charge thee by the Duty of a Child. 

Petru. Prethee come Maria, I forgive all. 

Mar. Stay there; That Duty, that you charge me by 
(If you conſider truly what you ſay) 

Is now another Man's, you gave't away 
Pth* Church, if you remember, to my Husband; 
So all you can exact now, is no more 
But only a due reverence to your Perſon, 
Which thus I pay; your Bleſſing, and I am gone 
To Bed for this Night. 
Petro. This is monſtrous: 
That Blefling that St. Dunſtan gave the Devil, 
If I were near thee, I would give thee———— 
Pull thee down by th* Noſe. 
Bia. Saints ſhould not rave, Sir; 
A little Rubarb now were excellent. 

Petru. Then by that Duty you owe to me, Maria, 
Open the Door, and be obedient; I am quiet yer. 

Mar. I do confeſs that Duty, make your beſt on't. 

Petru. Why give me leave, I will. | 

Bia. Sir, there's no learning 
An old ſtiff Jade to trot, you know the Moral. 

Mar. Yet as I take it, Sir, I owe no more 
Than you owe back again. | 

Petru. You will not Article? 

All 1 owe, preſently, let me but up, I'll pay. 

Mar. V'are too hot, and ſuch prove Jades at length; 
You do confeſs a Duty, or Reſpect to me from you again, 
That's very near, or full the ſame with mine? 

Perru, Yes. ; | 

Mar. Then by that Duty, or Reſpe&, or what 
You pleaſe to have it, go to Bed and leave me, 
And trouble me no longer with your fooling ; 
For know, Iam not for you. 


Petru. 
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Petru. Well, what remedy ? / 
Petro. A fine ſmart Cudgel. Oh that I were near thee. 
Bia. If you had Teeth now, what a caſe were we in? 
Mor. Theſe are the moſt authentick Rebels, next 
Drone, I ever read of. 

Mar. A week hence, or a fortnight, as you bear you, 
And as I find my Will obſerv'd, I may, | 
With interceſſion of ſome Friends, be brought 
May be to kiſs you z and ſo quarterly 
To pay a little Rent by Compoſition. 

You underſtand me? 

Soph. Thou Boy, thou. 

Petru. Well there are more Maids than Maudlin, that's 
my comfort. | 

Mar. Yes, and more Men than Michael. (Meat, Lady. | 

Petru. I muſt not to Bed with this Stomach, and no 

Mar. Feed where you will, ſo it be ſound and wholſome, 

Elſe live at Livery, for I'll none with you. (carry. 10 

Bia. You had beſt back one of the Dairy Maids, they'll |; { 
But take heed to your Girths, you'll get a bruiſe elſe. 1 

Perru. Now if thou would'ſt come down, and tender me 1 
All the delights due to a Marriage-bed, 3 
Study ſuch Kiſſes as would melt a Man, | 
And turn thy ſelf into a thouſand Figures, = 
To add new flames unto me, I would ſtand | | 
Thus heavy, thus regardleis, thus deſpiſing = 
Thee, and thy beſt alluring: All the Beauty : 
Thar's laid upon your Bodies, mark me well, 1 
For without doubt your Minds are miſerable, 
You have no Maſques for them; all this rare Beauty, 4 
Lay but the Painter and the Silk-worm by, - 
The Doctor with his Diets, and the Tailor, 

And you appear like flea'd Cats, not ſo handſome. 

Mar. And we appear like her that ſent us hither, 

That only excellent and beauteous Nature; | 

Truly our ſelves for Men to wonder at, * 
ut too divine to handle; we are Gold, | | 

In our own Natures pure, but when we ſuffer 

The Husbands ſtamp upon us, then allays, 

And baſe ones of you Men, are mingled with us, 
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And make us bluſh like Copper, 
Petru. Then, and never 
Till then, are Women to be ſpoken of, 
For till that time you have no Souls, I take it: 
Good Night: Come Gentlemen; I'll faſt for this N ight, 


But by this Hand, well; I ſhall come up yer? 


Mar. No. 

Fetru. There will watch thee like a wither'd Jury, 
Thou ſhalt neither have Meat, Fire, nor Candle, 
Nor any thing that's eaſie; do you rebel ſo ſoon ? 

Yet take mercy. 

Bia. Put up your Pipes, to Bed Sir, I'll aſſure you 
A Month's Siege will not ſhake us. 

Mor. Well ſaid, Colonel. 

Mar. To Bed, to Bed Petruchio; good Night Gentlemen. 
You'll make my Father ſick with fitting up: 

Here you ſhall find us any time theſe ten Days, 


Unleſs we may march off with our contentment. 


Petru. V'll hang firſt. 

Mar. And I'll quarter if 1 do not, 
PI make you know, and fear a Wife, Petruchio, 
There my cauſe lies. 
You have been famous for a Woman-tamer, 
And bear the fear'd-name of a brave W ife-breaker : 
A Woman now ſhall take thoſe Honours off, (me, 
And tame you; nay, never look ſo big, the ſhall, believe 
And I am ſhe; what think ye? good Night to all, 
Ye ſhall find Centinels. 

Bia. If ye dare ſally. , Ereunt above. 


6 onde Tooele we et = aa — 


Petro. The Devils in 'em, ev'n the very Devil, the 


doyrn-right Devil. 


Petru. I'll Devil em, by theſe ten Bones 1 will: I'll bring 
taken down WW 
i th' top of all my ſpeed? This is fine dancing: Gentlemen, 


it to the old Proverb, no ſport no pie, 


ſtick tome. You ſee our Freehold's rouch'd, and by this 


light, we will beleaguer em, and either ſtarve em out, Wi 


or make 'em recreant. 
Petro. I'll fee all Paſſages ſtopt, but thoſe about em: 
If the good Women of the Town dare ſuccour em, 


Hyb. : 
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Soph. I'll ſtand perdue upon 'em. 

Mor. _ Regiment ſhall lie before. 

Fag. I think fo, tis grown too old to ſtand. 

Perru. Let's in, and each provide his Tackle, 
We'll fire *em out, or make 'em take their Pardons: 
Hear what I ſay on their bare Knees —— 
Am l Petruchio, fear'd, and ſpoken of, 


SCENTS IV. 


Enter Rowland and Pedro at ſeveral Doors. 


Row, Now, Pedro? 
Ped. Very buſie, Maſter Rowland. 
Row. W hat haſte, Man? 
Ped. | beſeech you pardon me, 
I am not mine own Man. 
Row. Thou art not mad? 
Ped. No, but believe me, as haſty — 
Row. The cauſe, good Pedro? 
Ped. There be a thouſand, Sir; you are not Married? 
Rom. Not yet. 
Ped. Keep your ſelf quiet then. 
Row. Why? | 
Ped. You'll find a Fiddle 


That never will be tun'd elſe : from all Women—— | Exit. 


Row, What ails the Fellow tro? Jaques? 
Enter Jaques. 
Fag. Your Friend, Sir, 
Bur full of Buſineſs. 
Row. Nothing but Buſineſs? 
Prethee the reaſon, is there any dying ? 
Jag. 1 would there were, Sir. 
Row. But thy Buſineſs ? 

Jag. I'Il tell yeu in a word, I am ſent to lay 
An Impoſition upon Souſe and Puddings, 
Paſties, and penny Cuſtards, chat the Women 
May not relieve yon Rebels: Fare ye well, Sir. 
Riw. How does my Miſtre's? 

Faq. Like a reſty Jade. 


She's ſpoil'd for riding. Exit I 
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And on my wedding Night am I thus jaded? [ Exeunt. 
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Row. What a Devil ail they? 

Enter Sophocles. : 
Cuſtards, and penny Paſties, Fools and Fiddles, 
What's this to th* purpoſe? Oh well met. 

Soph. Now, Rowland. 

I cannot ſtay to talk long. 

Row. What's the matter? 

Here's ftirring, but to what end? Whither go you? 
Soph. To view the Works. | 
Row. What Works? 

Soph. The Womens Trenches, 

Rom. Trenches? Are ſuch to ſec? 

Sopb. I do not jeſt, Sir. 

Row. I cannot underſtand you. 

v. Do not you hear 

In what a ſtate of Quatrel the new Bride 

Stands with her Husband? . 

Row, Let him ſtand with her, and there's an end. 

Soph. It ſhould be, but by'r Lady 
She holds him out at Pikes end, and defies him, 
And now is fortify'd, ſuch a Regiment of Nutters 
Never defied Men braver: I am ſent 
To view their Preparation. 

Row. This is News 
Stranger, than Arms in the Air; you ſaw not 
My gentle Miſtreſs? 

Soph. Yes, and meditating 
Upon ſome ſecrer Bufineſs, when ſhe had found it 
She leap'd for joy, and laugh'd, and ſtraight retir'd 
To ſhun ae 

Row, This may be for me. 

Soph. Will you along? 

Rom. No. | 

Soph. Farewel. Exit Sophocles. 

Row. Farewel, Sir. | : 
W har ſhould her muſing mean, and what her joy in t, 
If not for my advantage? Stay ye, may not 
Enter Livia at one Dovr, and Moroſo at another hearkning. 
Thar b<b-rail jade Aoroſo, with his Gold, 8 
His gew-gaudes, and the hope ſhe has to ſend him 


Quickly | 
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Quickly to Duſt, excite this? Here ſhe comes, 
And yonder walks the Stallion to diſcover: 
vet VII ſalute her: Save you, beauteous Miſtreſs. 
Liv, The Fox is kennell'd for me: Save you, Sir. 
Row. Why do you look ſo ſtrange? 
Liv. I uſe to look, Sir, 
Without examination. 
Mor. Twenty Spur-Royals for that Word, 
Row. Belike then 
The Object diſcontents you? 
Liv. Yes it does. 
Row. Is't come to this? You know me, do you not? 
Liv. Yes, as | may know many, by Repentance. 
Row, Why do you break your Faith? 
Liv. I'll tell you that too, 
Vou are under Age, and no band holds upon you. 
Mor. Excellent Wench. 
Liv. Shew out your Underſtanding, 
And get more Hair to cover your bare Knuckle; 
(For Boys were made for nothing, but dry Kiſles) 
And if you can, more Manners. 
Mor. Better (till. 
Liv. And then if I want Spaniſb Gloves, or Stockings, 
A ten pound Waſtecoat, or a Nag to hunt on, 
It may be I ſhall grace you to accept 'em. 
Row. Farewel, and when I credit Women more, 
May I to Suithfield, and there buy a Jade, 
(And know himto beſo) that breaks my Neck. 
Liv. Becauſe I have known you, Il be thus kind to you 
Farewel, and be a Man, and I'll provide you, 
Becauſe I ſee you're deſperate, ſome ſtaid Chamber-maid, 
That may relieve your Youth with wholſome Doctrine. 
Mor. She's mine from all the World: Ha, Wench ? 
Liv. Ha, Chicken ?---[ Gives him a Box th Ear, and Ex. 
Mer. How's this? I do not love theſe Favours: Save you. 
Row, The Devil take thee—— | Wrings him by 7 Noſe e 
Hhr, Oh! | 
Row. There's a Love-token for you, thank me now. 
Mor. I'll think on ſome of ye, and if Llive 
My Noſe alone ſhall not be plaid withal. Exis. 


* 
y 


2938 he Woman's Prize: Or, 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter Petronius, and Moroſo. 


Petro. Box o' th' Ear, do you ſay? 
Mor. Yes ſure, a ſound one, 
Beſide my Noſe blown to my Hand; if Cupid 
Shoot Arrows of that weight, III ſwear devoutly, 
Was ſued his Livery, and is no more a Boy. 
Petro. You gave her ſome ill Language? 
Mor. Nota word, = 
Petro. Or might be you were fumbling ? 
Mor. Would I had, Sir, 
T had been a-forchand then; but to be baffl'd, 
And have no feeling of the Cauſe 
Perro. Be patient, 
I have a Medicine clap'd to her Back will cure her. 
Mor. No ſure it muſt be aforc, Sir. 
Petro. O' my Conſcience, 
When I got theſe two Wenches (who till now 


Ne'er ſhew'd their riding) 1 was drunk with Baſtard, 


Whoſe Nature is to form things like it ſelf 
Heady, and Monſtrous; did ſhe ſlight him too? 


Mor. That's all my comfort; a meer Hobby- horſe 
She made child Rowland; s' foot ſhe would not know him, 


Nor give him a free look, not reckon him 


Among her Thoughts, which I held more than wonder, 


1 having ſeen her within's three Days kiſs him, 


With ſuch an Appetite as though ſhe would eat him. 
Petro. There is ſome trick in this; how did hetake it? 


Mor. Ready to cry, he ran away. 
Ferro. I fear her, 
And yet I tell you, ever to my Anger, 
She is as tame as Innocency; it may be 
This Blow was but a Favour. 
Mor. l'll be ſworn 'twas well tied on then. 
Petro. Go too, pray forget it, 
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[ have beſpoke a Prieſt, and within's two Hours 
I'll have ye married, will that pleaſe you ? 
Mor. Les. 
Petro. VII ſee it done niy ſelf, and give the Lady 
Such a ſound exhortation for this Knavery 
I'll warrant you, ſhall make her ſmell this Month on't. 
Mor. Nay good Sir be not violent. 
Petro. Neither - Mor. It may be 
Out of her carneſt Love there grew a longing 
(As you know Women have ſuch Toys) in kindne's, 
To give me a Box o' th' Ear, or ſo. 
Petro. It may be. 
Mor. 1 reckon for the beſt till, this Night then 
| ſhall enjoy her. 
Petro. You ſhall handſel her. 
Mor. Old as I am, I'll give her one blow for't } 
Shall make her groan this Twelve-month. 
Petro. Where's your Jointure? 
Mor. I have a Jointure for her. 
Petro Have your Council perus'd it yet? (ter, 
Mor. No Council but the Night, and your ſweet Daugh- 
Shall e' er peruſe that Jointure. 
Petro. Very well, Sir. 
Mor. I'll no Demurrers on't, nor no Rejoinders. 
The other's ready ſcal'd. 
Petro. Come then let's comfort | 
My Son Petruchio, he's like little Children 
That loſe their Baubles, crying ripe. 
Mor. Pray tell me, 
Is this ſtern Woman till upon the flaunt 
Of bold Defiance? 
Petro. Still, and ſtill ſhe ſhall be, 
Till ſhe be ſtary'd out; you ſhall ſee ſuch Juſtice, 
That Women ſhall be glad after this Tempeſt, : 
To tie their Kusband's Shoes, and walk their Horſes. 
Mor. That were a merry World; do you hear the Ru- 
They ſay the Women are in Inſurrection, (mour? 
And mean to make a- ·ͤ | 
Petro. They'll ſooner 
Draw upon Walls as we do: Let 'em, let em, 
G 4 We'll 
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We'll ſhip 'em out in Cuck-ſtools, there they'll Sail 
As brave Columbus did, till they diſcover 
The happy Iſlands of Obedience. 
We ſtay too long, come. 
Mor. Now St. George be with us. [Exenn:. 


S CE N-E HU. 


Enter Livia alone. 


Liv. Now if can but get in handſomely, 
Father I ſhall deceive you, and this Night 
For all your private plotting, I'll no Wedlock; 

1 have ſhifted fail, and find my Siſter's ſafety 
A ſure Retirement; pray to Heav'n that Rowland 
Do not believe too far, what I ſaid to him, 
For yon old Foxcaſe forc'd me, that's my fear. 
Stay, let me ſee, this Quarter fierce Petruc bio 
Keeps with his Mirmidons, I muſt be ſudden, 
If he ſeize on me, I can look for nothing ; 
But Marſhal-Law, to this place have I ſcap'd him; 
Above there. 
Enter Maria and Biancha abave. 

Mar. Cheval a, 

Liv. A Friend. 

Bia. Who are you? 

Liv. Look out and knovr. 

Mar. Alas poor Wench, who ſent thee? 

W hat weak Fool made thy Tongue his Orator ? 
] know you come to Parly. | 

Liv. You're deceiv'd, 5 
Urg'd by the Goodneſs of your Cauſe, I come 2 
To do as you do. 

Mar. You're too weak, too fooliſh, | 
To cheat-us with your ſmoothneſs; do not we know 9 
Thou haſt been kept up tame? 

Liv. Belicve me. 

Mar. No, prethee good Livia 
Otter thy Eloquence ſomewhere elſe. 

Bia. Good Couſin, 

Put up your Pipes; we are not for your Palate z 
Alas, we know who ſent you. | 
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Liv. O' my Word 
Bia. Stay there; you muſt not think your Word, 
Or by your Maidenhead, or ſuch Sunday Oaths, 
Sworn after Even-Song, can inveigle us 
To loſe our hand- faſt; did their W iſdoms think, 
That ſent you hither, we would be fo fooliſh, 
To entertain our gentle Siſter Simon, 
And give her Credit, while the wooden Jade 
Petruchin ſtole upon us? no good Siſter, 
Go home, and tell the merry Greeks that ſent you, 
Iium ſhall burn, and I, as did Aneas, 
Will on my back, ſpite of the Myrmidons, 
Carry this Warlike Lady, and through Seas 
Unknown, and unbeliey'd, ſeek out a Land, 
Where like a race of noble Amazons 
We'll root our ſelves, and to our endleſs Glory 
Live, and deſpiſc baſe Men. 
Liv. I'll ſecond ye. | 
Bia. How long have you been thus? 
Liv. That's all one, Couſin, 
I ſtand for freedom now. 
Bia. Take heed of lying; 
For by this Light, if we do credit you, 
And find you tripping, his Infliction 
That kill'd the Prince of Orange, will be ſport 
To what we purpoſe. 
Liv. Let me feel the heavieſt. (Maiden-head 
Mor. Swear by thy Sweet-heart Rowland, for by your 
I fear 'twill be too late to ſwear, you mean 
Nothing but fair and ſafe, and honourable 
To us, and to your ſelt. 
Liv. I Swear. 
Bia, Stay yet, | 
Swear as you hate AMoroſo, that's the ſureſt, 
And as you have a certain fear to find him 
Worſe than a Poor dry'd Fack, full of more aches 
Than Autumn has; more Knavery, and Uſury, 
And Foolery, and Brokery, than Dogs-ditch ; 
As you do conſtantly believe he's nothing 
But an old empty Bag with a grey Beard, 


And 
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And that Beard ſuch a Bob- tail, that it looks 
Worſe than a Mare's Tail eaten off with Fillies ; 
As you acknowledge that young handſome Wench, 
That lies by ſuch a Bilboa blade that bends, 

With ev'ry Paſs he makes, to th' hilts, miſerable, 
A dry Nurſe to his Coughs, a Fewterer 

To ſuch a naſty Fellow, a robb'd thing 

Of all Delights Youth looks for ; and to end, 
One caſt away on. courſe Beef, born to bruſh 
That everlaſting Caſſock that has worn 

As many Servants out, as the North-eaſt Paſſage 
Has conſum'd Sailors; if you ſwear this, and truly, 
Without the Reſervation of a Gown, 

Or any meritorious Petticoat, 

"Tis like we ſhall believe you. 

Liv. I do ſwear it. ; 

Mar. Stay yet a little; came this wholſome Motion 
(Deal truly Siſter) from your own Opinion, 
Or ſome Suggeſtion of the Foe? 

Liv. Ne'er fear me, 

For by that little Faith I have in Husbands, 
And the great Zeal I bear your cauſe, I come 
Full of that Liberty you ſtand for, Siſter. 

Mar. If we believe, and you prove recreant, Livia, 
Think what a maim you give the noble Caule 
We now ſtand up for: Think what Women ſhall, 
An hundred Years hence, ſpeak thee, when Examples 
Are look'd for, and fo great ones, whole Relations, 
Spoke as we do em Wench, ſhall make new Cuſtoms. 

Bra. If you be falſe, repent, go home, and pray, 
And to the ſerious Women of the City 
Confeſs your ſelf ; bring not a Sin ſo hainous 
To load thy Soul to this Place; mark me, Livia, 
If thou be'ſt double, and betray'ſt our Honours, 
And we fail in our purpoſe: get thee v here 
There is no Women living, nor no ho; e 
There ever ſhall be. 5 . 

Mar. If a Mother's Daughter, 

That ever heard the Name of ſtubborn Husband 
Find thee, and know thy Sin. 


Bia. 


the Tamer tam d. 2943 


Bia. Nay, if old Age, 
One that has worn away the Name of Woman, 


And no more left to know her by, but railing, 
No Teeth, nor Eyes, nor Legs, but wooden ones, 
ung i'th' Wind- ward of thee, for ſure ſhe'll fmell 
Thou'lt be ſo rank, ſhe*ll ride thee like a Night-Mare, 
And ſay her Prayers backward to undo thee; (rieſt, 
She'll curſe thy Meat and Drink, and when thou mar- 
Clap a ſound ſpell for ever on thy Pleaſures. 
Mar. Children of five Year ola, like little Fairies, 
Will pinch thee into motley z all that ever 
Shall live, and hear of thee, I mean all Women, 
Will (like ſo many Furies) ſhake their Keys, 
And toſs their flaming Diſtaffs o'ertheir Heads, 
Crying Revenge; take heed, 'tis hideous ; 
Oh *ris a fearful Office, if thou hadſt (ther, 
(Though thou be'ſt perfect now) when thou cam'ſt hi- 
A falſe Imagination, get thee gone, 
And as my learned Couſin faid, repent, 
This place is ſought by ſoundneſs. 
Liv. Sol ſeek it, 
Or let me be a moſt deſpis'd Example. ; 
Mar. I do believe thee, be thou worthy of it. 
You come not empty ? 
Liv. No, here's Cakes, and cold Meat, 
And Tripe of Proof ; behold, here's Wine and Beer, 
Be ſudden, I ſhall be ſurpriz'd elſe. (way 5 
Mar. Meet at the low Parlour Door, there lies a cloſe 
What fond Obedience you have living in you, 
Or Duty to a Man, 9 you enter 
Fling it away, *rwill but defile our Off rings. 
Bia. Be wary as you come, 


Liv. I warrant ye. [ Exeunt. 
COFFEE I 
Enter three Maids. 


1 Maid. How goes our buſineſs, Gicls? 
2 Maid. A foot, and fair. 


3 Maid. If Fortune favour us; away to your e . 


? 
* 
4 
4 
0 
| 
' 
0 
U 


— 


— 1 
_— « 


* 
© — — — 2 — — — <= ww» hm 
= 2 — — - 
— * — — — — — — - - * — 
— p ¶—«—⁰ — — ꝗ ͤ—p —— —˙¹e . 
—— —— — — 
— - — 
o = 4 


1 


2944 The Woman's Prize: Or, 


The Country Forces are arriv'd, be gone, 
We are diſcover'd elſe. | 

1 Maid. Arm, and be Valiant. 

2 Maid. Think of our Cauſe. 

3 Maid. Our Juſtice. | 
1 Maid. Tis ſufficient. [Exeunt. 


„ 
A Rowland end Tranio at ſeveral Doors. 
Tr 


Now Rowland ? 
Raw. How do you? 
T. How dof thou, Man? 


Thou look ſt ill. 


Row. Yes, pray can you tell me, Tran io, 
Who knew the Devil firſt? 
Tra. A Woman. 
Row. So. Were they not well acquainted? 
Tra. May be ſo, 
For they had certain Dialogues together. 
Row. He ſold her Fruit, I take it? 
Tra. Ves, and Cheeſe 
That choak'd all Mankind after. 
Row. Canſt thou tell me 
Whether that Woman ever had a Faith, 
After ſne had eaten? 
Tra. That's a School-queſtion, 
Row. No, 
Tis no Queſtion, for believe me Tranio, 
That cold Fruit after eating bred naught in her 
But windy Promiſes, and Cholick Vows 
That broke out both ways. 
Thou haſt heard I am ſure 
Of Eſculapius, a far famed Surgeon, 
One that could ſer together quarter'd Traitors, 


And make em honeſt Men. 


Tra. How doſt thou, Rowland? 

Row. Let him but take (if he dare do a Cure. 
Shall get him Fame indeed) a faithleſs Woman, 
There will be Credit for him, that will ſpeak him, 
A broken Woman, Trania, a baſe Woman, FO 
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And if he can cure ſuch a rack of Honour, 
Let him come here, and practiſe. 
Tra. Now for Honour's ſake, 
Why what ail'ſt thou, Rowland? 
Row. I am ridden, Tranio, 
And ſpur- galld to the Life of Patience, 


(Heav'n keep my Wits together) by a ons 
Our worſt Thoughts are too noble for, a Woman. 


Tra. Your Miſtreſs has a little frown'd, it may be? 
Row. She was my Miſtreſs, 
Tra. Is ſhe not? 
Row. No, Tranio. 
She has done me ſuch diſgrace, ſo ſpitefully, 
So like a Woman bent to my undoing, 
That henceforth a good Horſe ſhall be my Miſtreſs, 
A good Sword, or a Book and if you ſee her, 
Tell her I beſeech you, even for Love ſake —— 
Tra. 1 will, Rowland. 
Kow. She may ſooner 
Count the good I have thought her, 
Our old Love and our Friendſhip, 
Shed one true Tear, mean one hour conſtantly, 
Be old and honeſt, married, and a Maid, 
Than make me ſee her more, or more believe her; ; 
And now I have met a Meſſenger, farewel, Sir. ¶ Exit 
Tra. Alas poor Rowland, 1 will do it for thee ; 
This is that Dog Moroſo, but I hope 
To ſee him cold i th Mouth firſt, e er he enjoy her; (him, 
I'll watch this young Man, deſperate Thoughts may ſeize 
And if my Purſe or Council can, I'll caſe him. ¶ Exit. 


V. 


Enter Petruchio, Petronius, Moroſo and Sophocles. 


Petru. For look you Gentlemen, ſay that I grant her, 
Out of my free and liberal love, a Pardon, 


Which you, and all Men elſe know, ſhe deſerves nor, 


eneatis amici) can all the World leave laughing? 
Petro. I think not. 


Petru. No by— they cannot; 
For pray conſider, have you ever read, 


Or 
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Or heard of, or can any Man imagine. 


So {tiff a Tom-boy, of fo ſet a Malice, 


And ſuch a brazen Reſolution, | 
As this young Crab- tree? and then anſwer me, 
And mark bur this too Friends, without 4 cauſe, 


Not a foul Word come croſs her, not a fear 


She juſtly can take hold on, and do you think 


I mult fleep out my Anger, and endure it, 


Sow Pillows. to her caſe, and lull her Miſchief ?- 
Give me a Spindle firſt; no, no my Maſters, 
Were ſhe as fair as Nell- a- Greece, and Houſewife, 
As good as the wiſe Sailor's Wife, and young ſtill, 


Never above fifteen, and theſe Tricks to ir, 
She ſhould ride the wild Mare once a Week, ſhe ſhould, 

Believe my Friends ſhe ſhould z I would tabor her, 
Till all the Legions that are crept into her, 


Flew out with Fire 1'th* Tails. 
Soph. Methinks you err now, - 


For to me ſeems, a little ſufferance 
Were a far ſurer Cure. 
Petru. Yes, I can ſuffer, 


Where I ſce Promiſes of Peace and Amen 
Mor. Give her a few Conditions. 


Petru. I'll be hanged firſt. 
Petro. Give her a Crab- tree Cudgel. 
Petru. Sol will; ; 
And after it a Flock-bed for her Bones. 


And hard Eg 


She ſhall be p 


Sopb. This muſt not be. 


Enter Jaques. 
Faq. Arm, arm, out with your 


Weapons, 


For all the Women in the Kingdom's en ye; 


Euter Pedro. 


dment. 


gs, till they brace her like a Drum, 
er'd with 


She ſhall not know a ſtool in ten Months, Gentlemen. 


They ſwarm like Waſps, and nothing can deſtroy em, 

But ſtopping of their Hive, and 1 em. 
Ped. Stand to your Guard, Sir, all the 

Are broke upon us like a Cloud of Thunder ; 


There are more Women marching hitherward, 


yils extant 


In 
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In reſcue of my Miſtreſs, than e' er turn'd Tail 6 
At Sturbridge Fair, and I believe, as fiery. 

Faq. The Forlorn-hope's led by a Tanner's Wife, 
1 know her by her Hide, a deſperate Woman; 
She flead her Husband in her Youth, and made (ther, 
Raynes of his Hide to ride the Pariſh. Take em all toge- 
They are a Genealogy of Jennets, gotten 
And born thus by the boiſterous Breath of Husbands ; 

They ſerve fure, and are ſwift to catch Occaſion 

mean their Foes or Husbands) by the Forelocks, 

And there they hang like Favours; cry they can, 

But more for noble Spight, than Fear; and crying 

Like the old Giants that were Foes to Heay'n, 

They heaveye Stool on Stool, and fling main Pot-lids 
Like maſſie Rocks, dart Ladles, toſſing Irons, 

And Tongs like Thunderbolts, till overlaid, 

They fall beneath the weight; yet ſtill aſpiring 

At thoſe Emperious Godheads that would tame 'em. 
There's ne'er a one of theſe, the worſt and weakeſt, 
(Chuſe where you will,) but dare attempt the raiſing, 
Againſt the Soveraign Peace of Puritans, | 
A May-pole and a Morris, maugre mainly 

Their Zeal, and Dudgeon-daggers ; and yet more, 

| Dares plant a ſtand of batt'ring Ale againſt em, 

And drink *em out o'th*Pariſh. (tience. 
Soph. Lo you fierce Petruchio, this comes of your Impa- 
Ped. There's one brought in the Bears againſt the Ca- 

Of the Town, made it good, and fought 'em. (nons 
Faq. Another to her everlaſting fame, erected 

Two Ale-houſes of eaſe; the Quarter-Seſſions 

Running againſt her roundly; in which Buſineſs 

Two of the Diſanullers loſt their 4 54h : 

A third ſtood excommunicate by the Cudgel ; 

The Conſtable, to her eternal Glory, 

Drunk hard, and was converted, and ſhe Victor. 

Ped. Then are they victualed with Pics and Puddings, 

(The trappings of good Stomachs) noble Ale 

Lhe true Defender, Sauſages, ard ſmoak'd ones, 
If need be, ſuch as ſerye for Pikes; and Pork, 
(Better the Jews ne'er hated;) here and there 
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A Bottle of Metheglin, a ſtout Britain (for. 
That will ſtand to em; hat elſe they want, they War 
Petru. Come to Council. (dom 


Soph. Now you muſt grant Conditions, or the King- 
Will have no other talk but this. 

Petro. Away then, and let's adviſe the beſt. 

Soph. Why do you tremble ? 

Mor. Have I liv'd thus long to be knockt o'th* Head, 
With half a Waſhing-beetle ; pray be wiſe, Sir. (nor. 

Petru. Come, ſomething I'll do, but what it is, I know 

Soph. To Council then, and let's avoid their Follies. 
Guard all the Doors, or we ſhall not have a Cloak left, 


| [ Exeunt; 
SS. 


Euter Petronius, Petruchio, Moroſo, Sophocles, 
7 and Tranio. 


Petro. I am indifferent, though I muſt confeſs, 
I had rather ſee her carted. 

Tra. No more of that, Sir. 

Soph. Are ye reſolv'd to give her fair Conditions? 
»Twill be the ſafeſt way. 

Petru. I am diſtracted, 


Would I had run my Head into a Halter 


When I firſt woo'd her: If I offer Peace, 


| She'll urge her own Conditions, that's the Devil. 


Soph. Why, ſay ſhe do ? 

Petru. Say, 1 am made an Aſs, then; 
I know her aim; may I, with Reputation 
(Anſwer me this) with ſafety of mine Honour, 
After the mighty manage of my firſt Wite, 
W hich was indeeda Fury to this Filly, 
After my twelve ſtrong labours to reclaim her, 
Which would have made Don Hercules horn mad, 
And hid him in his Hide, ſuffer this Cicely, 
E'er the have warm'd my Sheets, e' er grappell'd with me, 
"This Pinck, this painted Foiſt, this Cockle- boat, 
To hang her Fights out, and defie me, Friends, 
A well . Man of War ? If this be equal, 
And I may ſuffer, ſay, and l have done? 1 

| er. 
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Petro. I do not think you may. 
Tra. Vou'll make it worſe, Sir. 
Soph. Pray hear me, good Petruchio; but een now 
You were contented to give all conditions, 
To try how far ſhe would carry: Tis a folly, 
{And you will find it ſo) to clap the curb on, 
E'er you be (ure it proves a natural wildneſs, 
And not a forc'd. Give her conditions, 
For on my Life this trick is put into her. 
Petro. I ſhould believe ſo too. 
Soph. And not her own. 
Tra. You'll find it ſo. 
Soph. Then if ſhe flownder with you, 
Clap ſpurs on, and in this you'll deal with Temperance, 
Avoid the hurry of the World. 
Tra. And looſe. [ Muſick above. 
Mr. No Honour on my Life, Sir. 
Petru, 1 will do it. 
Petro. It ſeems they are very merry. 
Enter Jaques. 
Petru. Why Heav'n hold it. 
Mor. Now Faques ? 
Jag They are i' th' flaunt, Sir. 
Soph. Ves, we hear em. 
Jag. They have got a ſtick of Fiddles, and they firk it 
In wondrous ways, the two grand Capitano s, 
(They brought the Auxiliary Regiments) 
Dance with their Coats tuck'd up to their bare Breeches, 
And bid the Kingdom kiſs em, that's the Burden; 
They have got Metbeglin, and audacious Ale; 
And talk like Tyrants. 
Petro. How knoweſt thou? 
Faq. 1 peep'd in | 
At a looſe Lansket. 


SONG. 


Health for all this Day, 
To the Woman that bears the ſway, 
And wears the Breeches;, 
L.et it come, let it come. 
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Let this Health be a Seal, 
For the good f the Common-weal, 


The Woman ſhall wear the Breeches 


Let's drink then and laugh it, f 
And merrily merriiy quaff it, 
And tipple, and tipple a round : 
Here's to thy Fool, 
And to my Fool. 
Come, t0 all Fools, 
Though it coſt us, Wench, many a Pound. 


Tra. Hark. 

Petro. A Song, pray ſilence. 

Mor. They look out. 

[ All the Women above, Citizens and Country Women. 

Petru. Good Ex'n, Ladies. 

Mar. Good you, good Ev'n, Sir. 

Petru. How have you flept to Night? 

Mar. Exceeding well, Sir. | 

Petru. Did you not wiſh me with you? 

Mar. No, believe me, 

I never thought upon you. 

Coun, Is that he? 

Bia. Yes. 

Coun. Sir? 

Soph. She has drank hard, mark her Hood. 

Conn. You are 

Soph. Learnedly Drunk, Pl hang elſe; let her utter. 

Coun. And mult tell you, viva voce Friend, 

A very fooliſh Fellow. 

Tra. There's an Ale Figure. 

Petru. I thank you, Suan Brotes. 

Cit. Forward, Siſter. | 

Coun. You have eſpouſed here a hearty Woman, 
A comely, and courageous. 

Petru. Well, I have ſo. | 
Coun, And to the comfort of diſtreſſed Damſels, 
Women out-worn in Wedlock, and ſuch Veſſels, 
This Woman has defied you, 

Petru It ſhould ſeem fo. 

Coun, And why? 

vu. Yes, can you tell? ; Conn. 
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Coun. For thirteen Cauſes. 

Petru. Pray by your patience, Miſtreſs. 

Cit. Forward, Siſter. | 

Petru. Do you mean to treat of all theſe ? 

Cir. Who ſhall let her? 

Petro. Do you hear, velyet Hood, we come not now 
To hear your Doctrine 

Coun. For the firſt, I take it, 

It doth divide it ſelf into ſeven Branches. 

Petru. Hark you, good Maria, 

Have you got a Catechiſer here? 

Tra. Good Zeal. 

Soph. Good three-pil'd Predication, will you peace, 
And hear the Cauſe we come for? 

Coun. Ves Bob-tails, 

We know the Cauſe you come for, here's the Cauſe, 
But never hope to carry her, never dream 
Or flatter your Opinions with a Thought 
Of baſe Repentance in her. 
Cit, Give me Sack, 
By this, and next ſtrong Ale. 

Coun. Swear forward, Siſter. 

Cit. By all that's Cordial, in this place we'll bury 
Our Bones, Fames, Tongues, our Triumphs, and all 
That ever yet was ChronicPd of W oman; 

But this brave Wench, this excellent Deſpiſer, 
This bane of dull Obedience, ſhall inherit 

Her liberal Will, and march off with conditions 
Noble, and worth her ſelf. 

Coun. She ſhall, Tom Tilers, 

And brave ones too, my Hood ſhall make a Hearſe-cloth, 
And I'll lie under it like Fone o Gaunt, 
Fer I go leſs, my Diſtaff ſtuck up by me, 
For the eternal Trophy of my Conqueſts; 
And loud Fame at my Head with two main Bottles, 
Shall fill to all the World the glorious fall 
Of old Don Gillian. 
r. Yet a little further; 
We have taken Arms in reſcue of this Lady, 
Moſt juſt and Noble: If ye beat us off 
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Without conditions, and we recant, 
Uſe us as we deſerve ; and firſt degrade us 
Of all ourancient Chambring, next that 
The Simbols of our Secreſie, ſilk Stockings, 
Hue of our Heels; our Petticoats of Arms 
Tear off our Bodies, and our Bodkins break 
Over our coward Heads. 

Coun. And ever after, 
To make the tainture moſt notorious, 
At all our Creſts, videlicet our Plackets, 
Let Laces hang, and we return again 
Into our former Titles, Dairy-maids. 
Petru. No more Wars; puiſſant Ladies, ſhew conditions 
And fiecly 1 accept em. 

Mar. Call in Livia; 
She's ig the Treaty too. 

Enter Livia above. 

Mor. How, Livia? 4 

Mar. Hear you that, Sir? 
There's the conditions for ye, pray peruſe em. 

Petro. Yes, there ſhe is; 't had been no right Rebel- 
Had ſhe held off; what think you, Man? (lion, 

Mor. Nay nothing. | 
I have enough o'th' proſpect; o' my Conſcience, 
The World's End and the Goodneſs of a Woman 
Will come together. 

Petro. Are you there, ſweet Lady? 

Liv. Cry you mercy Sir, I ſaw you not, your Bleſſing. 

Petro. Yes, when bleſs a Jade, that ſtumbles with me. 
How are the Articles? 

Liv. This is for you, Sir; 
And I ſhall think upon't. 

Mor. Y ou have us'd me finely. 

Liv. There's no other uſe of thee now extant, 
But to be hung up, Caſſcck, Cap, and all, 
For ſome ſtrange Monſter at Apothecaties. 

Petro. J hear you, Whore. 

Liv. It muſtbe his then, Sir, 
For need will then compel me. 

£77. Blefling on thee. 


Petro, 
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Petro. There's no talking to em; 
How are they, Sir? 


Petru. As I expected: Liberty and Cloathes, [ Reads. 


When, and in what way ſhe will; continual Monica, 
Company, and all the Houſe at her diſpoſe; 
No Tongue to ſay, Why is this? Or whether wit? 
New Coaches, and ſome Buildings, ſhe appoints here 
Hangings, and Hunting-horſes; and for Plate 
And Jewels for her private Ule, I rake it, 
Two thouſand Pound in preſent z then for Muſick, 
And Women to read French, 

Petro. 'This muſt not be. 

Petru. And at the latter end a Clauſe put in, 
Thar Livia ſhall by no Man be importun'd, 
This whole Month yet, to marry. 

Petro. This is monſtrous. 

Petru. This ſhall be done, I'll humour her a hile: 
If nothing but Repentance and Undoing 
Can win her Love, I'll make a ſhift for one. 

Soph. When ye are once a-bed, all theſe Conditions 
Lie under your own Seal. 

Mar. Do you like 'em? 

Petru. Yes. 
And by that Faith I gave you fore the Prieſt 
I'll ratifie *em. 

Em. Stay, what Pledges? 

Mar, No, I'll take that Oath ; 
But have a care you keep it. 

Cit, Tis not now 
As when Andrea liv'd. 

Coun, If you do juggle, 
Or alter but a Letter of theſe Articles 
We haye ſet down, the ſelf-ſame Perſecution. 

Mar. Miſtruſt him nor. 

Petru. By all my Honeſty — 

Mar. Enough, I yield. 


Petro. What's this Inſerted here? (here 
Soph. That the two valiant Women that commanded 


Shall have a Supper made em, and a large one, 


And liberal Entertainment without grudging, 
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And Pay for all their Soldicrs. 

Petru. That ſhall be too; 
And if a Tun of Wine will ſcrve to pay em, 
They ſhall have juſtice: I ordain ye all 
Pay-maſters, Gentlemen. 

74. Then we ſhall have ſport, Boys. 

Mar. Well meet you in the Parlour. _ 

Petru. Ne'er look fad, Sir, for I will do it, 

Soph. There's no danger in't. : 

Petru. For Livia's Article you ſhall obſerve it, 
I have ty'd my (elf, 

Petro. 1 will. 


Fetru. Along then; now 


Either I break, or this ſtiff Plant muſt bow. [ Exeunt. 


- 


AC III. SCENE I. 


Enter Tranio and Rowland. 


Ome, you ſhall take my Counſel. 

Row. I ſhall hang firſt. 
I'll no more Love, that's certain, 'tis a bane, : 
{Next that they poiſon Rats with) the moſt mortal: 
No, I thank Heav'n, I have pot my ſleep again, 
And now begin to write Senſe; I can walk ye 
A long hour in my Chamber like a Man, 
And think of ſome thing that may better me; 
Some ſerious point of Learning, or my State; 
No more ay-meces, and Miſtreſſes, Tranio, 
Come near my Bra n. I'll tell thee, had the Devil 
But any Eſſence in him of a Man, 
And could be brought to love, and love a Woman, 
*"T would make his Headake worſer than his Horns do; 
And firk him with a Fire he never felt yer, 
Would make him dance. I tell thee, there is nothing 
(It may be thy caſe Tramo, therefore hear me:) 
Under the Sun (reckon the maſs of Follies 


Crepr into th* World with Man) fo deſperate, 


Tra. 


2 


SO 
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So mad, ſo ſenſeleſs, poor and baſe, ſo wretched, 
Roguy, and ſcurvy, 
Tra. Whither wilt thou, Rowland? 
Row. As tis to be in Love. 
Tra. And why, for Virtue ſake? 
Row. And why, for Virtue's ſake? Doſt thou not con- 
Tra. No by my Troth. ſceive me? 
Row. Pray then and hcartily, 
For fear thou fall into't : PII tell thee why too, 
(For I have hope to ſave thee) when thou loveſt, 
And firſt begin ſt to worſhip the gilt Calf: 
Imprimis, thou haſt loſt thy Gentry, 
And like a Prentice, flung away thy Freedom, 
Forthwith thou art a Slave. 
Tra. That's a new Doctrine. 
Row. Next, thou art no more Man. 
Tra. What then? 
Rom. A Frippery; 
Nothing but braided Hair, and penny Ribbond, 
Glove, Garter, Ring, Roſe, or at beſt a Swavber, 
If thou canſt love ſo near to keep thy making, 
Vet thou wilt loſe thy Language. 
Tra. Why? 
Row, Oh Tranio, 
Thoſe things in Love, ne'er talk as we do. 
Tra. No? 
Rom. No, without doubt, they ſigh, and ſhake the Head, 
And ſometimes whiſtle dolefully. 
Tra. No Tongue? 
Row, Yes Tranio, but no Truth in't, nor no Reaſon, 
And when they cant (for 'tis a kind of canting) 
Ye ſhall hear, if you reach to underſtand 'em 
(Which you muſt be a Fool firſt, or you cannot) 
Such gibb'riſh; ſuch believe me, I proteſt Sweet, 
And oh dear Heav'ns, in which ſuch Conſtellations 
Reign at the Births of Lovers, this is too well, 
And daigne me Lady, daigne me I beſcech ye, 
Your poor unworthy lump, and then ſhe lick thim- 
Tre. A——or't, this is nothing, 


Rom. Thou haſt hit it: 
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Then talks ſhe ten times worſe, and wries, and wriggles, 
As though ſhe had the Itch (and ſo it may be.) 
1ra. Why thou art grown a ſtrange Diſcoverer. 
Row. Of mine own Follies, Tranto. 
Tra, Wilt thou, Rowland, 
Certain ne'er love again? 
Row. I think ſo, certain, 
And if I be not dead drunk I ſhall keep it. 
Tra. Tell me but this, what doſt thou think of Women? 
Row. Why, as 1 think of Fiddles, they delight me, 
Till their Strings break. 
Tra. What Strings? 
Row. Their Modeſtics, 
Faiths, Vows, and Maidenheads, for they are like Kits, 
They have but four Strings to'em. 
Tra. W hat wilt thou 
Give me for ten Pound now, when thou next loveſt, 
And the ſame Woman till? 
Kom. Give me the Mony; 
A hundred, and my Bond for't. 
Tra. But pray hear me, 
I'll work all means I can to reconcile ye? 
Row. Do, do, give me the Mony. 
Tra. There. 
Row. Work Tranio, 
Tra, You ſhall go ſometimes where ſhe is. 
Row. Yes, ſtraight. 
This is the firſt good I cer got by Woman. 
Tra. You would think it ſtrange now, if another Beauty 
As good as hers, ſay better. 
Row, Well. 
Tra. Conceive me, 
This is no point o' th' Wager. 
Row, That's all one, 
Tra. Love youas much, or more, than now ſhe hates you. 
Row. Tis a good hearing, let em love: Ten Pound 
I never love that Woman. „ (more, 
Tra. There it is; 
And ſo an hundred, if you loſc. 
Row. Tis done; 


Have 
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Have you another to put in? 
Tra. No, no, Sir. 
Row. I am very ſorry; now will I ere& 
A new Game, and go hate for th' Bell; I am ſure 
am in excellent caſe to win. 
Tra. I muſt have leave. 
To tell you, and tell Truth roo, what ſhe is, 
And how ſhe ſuffers for you. 
Row. Ten Pound more, 
I never believe you. 
Tra. No, Sir, I am ſtinted. 
Row. Well, take your beſt way then. 
Tra. Let's walk, I am glad 
Your ſullen Feaver's off. 
Row. Shalt ſee me, Tramo, 
A monſtrous merry Man now : ler's to the Wedding, 
And as we go, tell me the general hurry 
Of theſe mad Wenches, and their Works. 
Tra. I will. 
Row. And do thy worlt. 
Tra. Something I'll do. 
Row. Do Tranio. 


. 


Euter Pedro, and Jaques. 
Ped. A pair of Stocks beſtride 'em, are they gone? 
Faq. Yes, they are gone; and all the Pans i'th* Town 
Beating before em. What ſtrange Admonitions 
| They gave my Maſter, and how fearfully 
They threaten'd, if he broke em? 
Ped. O' my Conſcience 
Was found his full Match now. 
Jag: That I believe too. 
Ped. How did ſhe entertain him ? 
Jag. She look'd on him, 
Ped. But ſcurvily. 
Jaq. With no great Affection 
That I ſaw; and I heard ſome ſay he kiſs'd her, 
But *twas upon a Treaty, and ſome Copies 
Sav, but her Cheek. 


Fed. Jaques, What wouldſt thou give For 


| Exeunt. 
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For ſuch a Wife, now? 
Faq. Full as many Prayers 
As the moſt zealous Puritan conceives 
Out of the Meditation of fat Veal, 
Or Birds of prey, cram'd Capons, againſt Players, 
And to as good a Tune too, but againſt her; 
That Heav'n would bleſs me from her; mark it Pedro, 
If this Houſe be not turn d within this Fortnight 
With the Foundation upward, I'Il be carted. 
My Comfort is yet, that thoſe Amvrites, 
| That came to back her cauſe, thoſe Heathen Whores, 
Had their Hoods hallowed with Sack. 
| Ped. HowDeviliſh drunk they were? 
Jag. And how they tumbled, Pedro: Didſt thou mark 
The Country Cavaliers ? 
Ped. Out upon her, 
How ſhe turn d down the Bragget ? 
1 Ay, that ſunk her. (ſalt 
Ped. That Drink was well put to her; What a Somer 
When the Chair fell, ſhe fetch'd, with her Heels upward? 
Jag. And what a piece of Landskip ſhe diſcover'd ? 
Pal. Didſt mark her, when her Hood fell in the Poſſet? 
Jag. Ves, and there rid, like a Duteh-Hoy; the Tum- 
When ſhe had got her Ballaſs. (bre], 
Ped. That I ſaw too. 
Faq. How fain ſhe would have drawn on Sopbocle: 
To come aboard, and how ſhe ſimper'd it 
Ped. J warrant her, ſhe has been a worthy {trikcr. 
Faq. I'th* heat of Summer there had been ſome hope 
Ped Hang her. : (on't. 
Jag. She offer'd him a Harry-groat, and belcht out, 
Her Stomach being blown with Ale, ſuch Courrſh'p, 
Upon my Life has giv'n him twenty Stools ſince z 
Believe my Calculation, theſe old Women, 
When they are tippled, and a lirtle heated, 
Are like new Wheels, they'll roar you all the Town o'er 
Till they be greas'd. 1 
Ped. The City Cinque-@ pace 
Dame Toft and Buttcr, had the Bob too? 
Jag. Les. 


But 
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But ſhe was ſullen drunk, and given to filching, 
I ſee her offer at a Spoon. My Maſter ——— 
I do not like his look, I fear Was faſted 


For all this Preparation; let's ſteal by him. ¶ Exeunt. 


SCENSE. I. 


Enter Petruchio, and Sophocles. 
Spb. Not let you touch her all this Night ? 
Petru. Not touch her. 
Spb. Where was your Courage? 
Petru. Where was her Obedience? 
Never poor Man was ſham'd ſo; never Raſcal 
That keeps a ſtud of W hores was us'd ſo baſely. 
Soph. Pray you tell me one thing truly; 
Do you love her ? 
Petru. I would I did not, upon that Condition 
I paſt thee half my Land. 
Soph. It may be then, 
Her Modeſty requir'd a little Violence? 
Some Women love to ſtruggle. 
Petru. She had it, 
And fo much that I ſweat for't, fo I did, 
But to no end; I waſht an Ezhtope. 
She ſwore my Force might weary her, but win her 
never could, nor ſhould, till ſhe conſented; . 
And I might take her Body Priſoner, 
But for her Mind or Appetite— — 
Spb. Tis ſtrange; 
This Woman is the firſt I ever read of, 
Refus'd a warranted Occaſion, 
And ſtanding on ſo fair Terms. 
Petru. I ſhall quit her. 
Soph. Us'd you no more Art? 
Petru. Yes, I ſwore to her, 
And by no little ones, if preſently 
Without more Diſputation on the matter, 
She grew not nearer to me, and diſpatcht me 
Our of the Pains I was, for I was nettl'd, 
And willingly, and eagerly, and ſweetly, 
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I would to her Chamber-maid, and in her hearing 
Begin her ſuch a hunteſ-up. 
Soph. Then ſhe ſtarted 
Petru. No more than I do now; marry ſhe anſwered 
If I were ſo diſpos d, ſhe could not help it; 
But there was one call'd Jaques, a poor Butler, 
One that might well content a fingle Woman. 
Soph. And he ſhould rilt her. 
Petru. To that ſenſe; and laſt 
She bad me yet theſe fix Nights look for nothing, 
Nor ſtrive to purchaſe it, but fair good Night, 
And fo good Morrow, and a Kiſs or two 
To cloſe my Stomach, for her Vow had ſeal'd it, 
And ſhe would keep it conſtant. | 
Soph. Stay ye, ſtay ye, 
Was ſhe thus when you woo'd her? 
Petru. Nothing, Sophocles, 
More keenly cager, I was oft afraid 
She had been light, and eaſie, ſhe would ſhowre 
Her Kiſſes ſo upon me. 
Soph. Then I fear 
Another Spoke's i'th' Wheel. 
Petru. Now thou haſt found me, 
There gnawes my Devil, Sophocles. O Patience, 
Preſerve me; that I make her not example 
By ſome unworthy way; as fleaing her, 
Boiling, or making Verjnice, drying her. 
Soph. I hear her. 
Petru. Mark her then, and ſee the Heir 
Of ſpight and prodigality, ſhe has ſtudied 
| Away to begger's both, and by this Hand 
| | Maria at the Door, and Servant and Woman, 
| She ſhall be, if I live, a Doxy. 
Soph. Fye, Sir. | 
| Mar. I do not like that dreſſing, tis too poor, 
| Let me have ſix gold Laces, broad and maſſy, 
| And betwixt ev'ry Lace a rich Embroidry, 
| Line the Gown through with Pluſh perfum'd, and purffle 
| 
| 
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All the Sleeves down with Pearl. 
Petru. What think you, Spbocles, 
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In what point ſtands my State now ? 
Mar. For thoſe Hangings. 
Let em be carried where I gave Appointment, 
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They are too baſe for my uſe, and beſpeak i 
New Pieces of the Civil Wars of France, f 
Let em be large and lively, and all Silk work, 5 
The Borders Gold. ix 


Soph, 1 marry, Sir, this cuts it. 


Mar. That fourteen yards of Satten give my Woman, 
I do not like the Colour, tis too civil; 


There's too much Silk 1'th* Lace too; tell the Duzchman, 
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Petru. Yes, and ſhell run a-tilt within this Twelve- 
Mar. To morrow VII begin to learn, but pray, Sir, 
& Have a great care he be an eaſie doer, 
'Twill ſpoil a Scholar elſe. | 
Hob. An eaſie doer, = 
Did you hear that? 
Petru. Yes, I ſhall meet her Morals 4 
Eer it be long, I fear not. we 
Mar. O good Morrow. 1 
Soph. Good Morrow, Lady, how is't now? | 
Mar. Faith ſickly, 
This Houſe ſtands in an ill Air. 
Perru. Yet more Charges? 
Mar. Subject to Rots,and Rheums; out ort, tis nothing 
hut a tib'd Fog. | 
Petru. What think you of the Lodge then? 
Mar. I like the Seat, but 'tis too little; Sophoc les, 


Let me have thy Opinion, thou haſt Judgment. 
Petru. Tis very well. 


Aar. What if I pluck it down, 
nd build a Square upon it, with two Courts 


That brought the Mares, he muſt with all ſpeed ſend me ip 
Another ſuit of Horſes, and by all means 4 
Ten caſt of Hawks for the River, I much care not 3% 
Wat price they bear, ſo they be ſound, and flying, 43 
For the next Winter I am for the Country, 1 
And mean to take my Pleaſure; where's the Horſeman? 1 
Petru. She means to ride a great Horſe. 1 3 

Sorb. With a Side-ſaddle ? (month. 1 


Still 
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Still riſing from the entrance? 

Petru. And i'th* midſt 
A College for young Scolds. 

Mar. And to the South ward 
Take in a Garden of ſome twenty Acres, 
And caſt it of the {zalian Faſhion, hanging: (Lady, 

Perru. And you could caſt your ſe 15 too; pray 
Will not this coſt much Mony! 

Mar. Some five thouſand, 

Say fix ; I'll have it Battel'd too. 

Ferru. And gilt; Maria, 
This is a fearful Courſe you take, pray think on't, 
You area Woman now, a Wife, and his 
That muſt in honefty, and juſtice look for 
Some due- Obedience from you. 

Mar. That bare Word 
Shall coft you many a Pound more, build upon't ; 
Tell me of due Obedience? What's a Husband? 

W hart are we married for, to carry Sumpters ? 
Are we not one piece with you, and as worthy 
Our own Intentions, as you yours ? 

Fetru. Pray hear me, | 

Mar. Take two ſmall drops of Water, equal weigb'd, 
Tell me which is the heavieſt, and which ought 
Firſt to deſcend in Duty? 

Petru. You miſtake me; 

I urge not Service from you, nor Obedience 

In way of Duty, but of Love, and Credit 

All I expect is but a noble care 

Of what I have brought you, and of what I am, 
And what our Name may be. 

Mar. That's in my making. 

Petru. Tis true it is fo. 

Mar. Yes, it is Petruehio, 

For there was never Man without our molding, 
Without our Stamp upon him, and our Juſtice, 
Left any thing three Ages after him 
Good, and his own. | | 

Soph. Good Lady underſtand him. 

Mar. I do too much, ſweet Sophoeles, he's one 


Of 
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Of a moſt ſpightful ſelf Condition, 
Never at Peace with any thing but Age, 
That has no Teeth left to return his Anger; 


A Bravery dwells in his Blood yet, of abuſing 


His firſt good Wite ; he's ſooner Fire than Powder, 
And ſooner Miſchief. 
Petru. If I be ſo ſudden, 
Do not you fear me? oy 
Mar. No, nor yet care for you, 
And if it may be lawful, I defie you. 
Petru. Do's this become you now ? 
Mar. It ſhall become me. 
Petru. Thou diſobedient, weak, vain-glorious Woman, 
Were I but half fo wilful, as thou ſpightful, 
I ſhould now drag thee to thy Duty. 
Mar. Drag me? 
Petru. But I am Friends again; take all your Pleaſure, 
Mar. Now you perceive him, Sophocles. 
Perru. I love thee 
Above thy Vanity, thou faithleſs Creature. 
Mar. Would I had been ſo happy when I married, 
But to have met an honeſt Man like thee, | 
For I am ſure thou art good, I know thou art honeſt, 
A handfome hurtleſs Man, a loving Man, 
Though never a Penny with him; and thoſe Eyes, 
That Face, and that true Heart; wear this for my ſake, 
And when thou think'ſt upon me, pity me; 
I am caſt away. [Exit Mar. 
Soph, Why how now Man? | 
Petru. Pray leave me, 
And follow your Advices. 
Soph. The Man's jealous. 
Petru. I ſhall find a time, Er it be long, to ask you 
One or two fooliſh Queſtions. 
Soph, I ſhall anſwer 
As well as I am able, when you call me ; 
If ſhe mean true, tis but a little killing, 
And if I do not venture it's 
Farewel, Sir. Exit Soph. 
Petru. Pray fare wel. Is there no keeping Y 


1 
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A Wife to one Man's uſe? no wintering 

Theſe Cattel without ftraying ? *Tis hard dealing, 
Very hard dealing, Gentlemen, ſtrange dealing; 
Now in the Name of Madneſs, what Star reign'd, 
W hat Dog-ſtar, Bull, or Bear-ſtar, when I married 
This ſecond Wife, this W hirlwind, that takes all 
Within her Compaſs? was I not well warn'd, 
thought I had, and 1 believe I know it,) 

And beaten to Repentance, in the Days 

Of my firſt doating? had I not Wife enough 

To turn my Love to? did I want Vexation, 

Or any ſpecial care to kill my Heart? 

Had I not ev'ry Morning a rare Breakfaſt, 

Mixt with a learned Lecture of ill Language, 
Louder than Tom o' Lincoln; and at Dinner, 

A Diet of the ſame Diſh ? was there Evening 
That cer paſt over us, without Thou Knave, 

Or Thou W hore, for DT had I ever 

A pull at this ſame poor ſport Men run mad for, 
But like a Cur I was fain to ſhew my Teeth firſt, 
And almoſt worry her? and did Heav'n forgive me, 
And take this Serpent from me? and am 1 
Keeping tame Devils now again? my Heart akes; 
Something I muſt do ſpeedily; III die, 

If I can handſomely, for that's the way 

To make a Raſcal of her; I am ſick, 

And I'll go very near it, but PII periſh. [ Exit. 


. 


Enter Livia, Biancha, Tranio, and Rowland. 
Liv. Then I muſt be content, Sir, with my Fortune. 
Row. And I with mine. 
Liv. I did not think, a Look, 
Or a poor Word or two, could have diſplanted 
Such a fix'd Conſtancy, and for your end too. (gewgaws, 
Row. Come, come, I know your Courſes; there's your 
Your Rings, and Bracelets, and the Purſe you gave me, 
The Mony's ſpent in entertaining you 
Ar Plays, and Cherry-gardens. 


Liv. 
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Liv. There's your Chain too. 
But if you'll give me leave, I'll wear the Hair ſtill; 
I would yet remember you. 

Bia. Give him his Love, Wench; 
The young Man has Imployment for't. 

Tra. Fie Rowland. 

Row. You cannot fie me out a hundred Pound 
With this poor Plot; yet, let me ne'er (ce day more, 
If ſomething do not ſtruggle ſtrangely in me. 

Bia. Young Man, let me talk with you. 

Row. Well, young Woman. 

Bia, This was your Miſtreſs once. 

Row. Yes. 

Bia. Are ye honeſt? 

I ſee you are young, and handſome. 

Row. I am honeſt. (Judgement 

Bia. Why that's well ſaid, and there's no doubt your 
Is good enough, and ſtrong enough, to tell you 
Who are your Foes, and Friends: Why did you leave her? 

Row. She made a Puppy of me. 

Bia. Be that granted: 

She muſt do ſo ſometimes, and oftentimes ; 
Love were too ſerious elle. 

Row. A witty Woman. 

Bia. Had you lov'd me — 

Row. I would I had. 

Bia. And dearly; 

And I had lov'd you ſo; you may love worſe, Sir, 
But that is not material. 

Riw, 1 ſhall loſe. 

Bia. Some time or other for variety 
I ſhould have call'd you Fool, or Boy, or bid you 
Play with the Pages, but have lov'd you till, 

Out of all Queſtion, and extreamly too; 
You are a Man made to be loved. 

Row. This Woman 
Either abuſes me, or loves me deadly, 

Bia, Vil tell you one thing, if I were to chuſe 
A Husband to mine own Mind, I ſhould think 
One of your Mother's making would content me, 

Yor. VI. 7 For 
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For o' my Confcience ſhe makes good ones. 
Aow. Lady, 
I'll leave you to your Commendations: 
1 am in again, the Devil take their Tongues. 
Bia. You ſhall not go. | 
Row. I will; yet thus far Livia, 
Your Sorrow may induce me to forgive you, 
But never love again; if I ſtay longer, 
1 have loſt two hundred Pound. 
Liv. Good Sir, but thus much 
Tra. Turn, if thou beeſt a Man. 
Liv. But one Kiſs of you; 
One parting Kiſs, and I am gone too. 
Row. Come, | 
? ſhall kifs fifty Pound away at this clap : 
We'll have one more, and then farewel. 
Liv. Farewell. (with thee. 
Bia. Well, go thy ways, thou beareft a kind Heart 
Tra. H'as made a ſtand. | 
Bia. A noble, brave young Fellow, 
Worthy a Wench indeed. 
Row. I will, 1 will not. [Exit Rowland, 
Tra. He's gone, but ſhot again; play you but your part, 
And I will keep my Promiſe, forty Angels 
In fair Gold, Lady, wipe your Eyes: He's yours 
If | have any wit. 
1 iv, Vil pay the forfeit. 
 Bia.Come then, let's ſee your Siſter, how ſhe fares now, 
After her skirmiſh, and be ſure, Moroſo 


Be kept in good Hand; then: Is perfect, Livia. 


| [ Exennt. 
SCENE V. 


Enter Jaques and Pedro. 


Ped. O Jaques, Jaques, what becomes of us? 
Oh my. ſweet Maſter. 


Faq. Run for a Phyſician, 
And a whole peck of Pothecaries, Pedro. 
He will die, didle, didle die, if they come not quickly, 
And bring all People that are skilful 


[8 | 
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In Lungs and Livers, raiſe the Neighbours, 
And all the Aquavite- bottles extant; 
And, O the Parſon, Pedro ; O the Parſon, 
A little of his comfort, never ſo little; 
Twenty to one you find him at the Byſh, 
There's the beſt Ale. 
Ped. I fly. [ Exit Pedro. 
Enter Maria and Servants. 
Mar. Our with the Trunks, ho- 
Why are you idle? Sirrah, up to th' Chamber, 
And take the Hangings down, and ſec the Linnen 
Pack*d up, and ſent away within this half Hour. 
What, are the Carts come yet? Some honeſt Body 
Help down the Cheſts of Plate, and ſome the Wardrobe, 
Alas, we are undone elſe. 
Jag. Pray forſooth; 
And I beſecch ye, tell me, is he dead yet? 
Mar. No, but is drawing on; out with the Armour. 
Faq. Then lll go fee him. 
Mar. Thou art undone then Fellow, no Man that has 
Been ncar him come near me. | 
Enter Sophocles, and Petronius. 
Soph. Why how now Lady, what means this? 
Petro. Now Daughter, how does my Son? 
Mar. Save all you can, for Heav'ns fake. 
Enter Livia, Biancha, and Tranio. 
Liv. Be of good comfort, Siſter. 
Mar. O my Casket. 
Petro. How do's thy Husband, Woman? 
Mar. Get you gone, if you mean to ſave your Lives, the 
Petro. Stand further off, I prethee. (Sickneſs, 
Mar. Is i' th' Houſe, Sir, | 
My Husband has it now; 
Alas he is infected, and raves extreamly : 
Give me ſome Counſel, Friends. 
Bia. Why lock the doors up, 
And ſend him in a Woman to attend him. | 
Mar. I have beſpoke two Women, and the City 
Hath ſent a Watch by this time: Meat nor Mony 
He ſhall not want, nor Prayers. FF 
I 2 Perro. 
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Perro. How long is't 
Since it firſt took him? 3 
Aar. But within this three Hours. 
Enter Watch. 
I amfrighted from my Wits : O here's the Watch; 
Pray do your Office, lock the Doors up Friends, 
And Patience be his Angel. 
Tra. This comes unlook'd for. 
Mar. Ill to the Lodge; ſome that are kind and love me, 
I know will viſit me. [Petruchio within. 
Petru. Do you hear, my Maſters: Ho, you that lock 
Petro. Tis his Voice. (the Doors up, 
Tra. Hold, and let's hear him. 
Petru. Will ye ſtarve me here; am I a Traitor, or an 
Or am I grown infectious ? (Heretick, 
Petro, Pray Sir, pray. 
Ferru. I am as well as you are, goodman Puppy. 
Mar. Pray have Patience. | 
You ſhall want nothing, Sir. 
Petru. I want a Cudgel, 
And thee, thou Wickednels. 
Petro. He ſpeaks well enough. 
Mar. H'ad ever a ſtrong Heart, Sir. 
Petru. Will ye hear me? 
Firſt be pleas'd 
To think I know ye all, and can Sag 
Ev'ry Man's ſeveral Voice; you that ſpoke firſt, 
I know my Father-in-law ; the other Tramo, 
And I hcard Sophocles; the laſt, pray mark me, 
Is my damn'd Wife Maria: 
If any Man miſdoubt me for infected, 
There is mine Arm, let any Man look on't. 
Enter Dottor and Pothecary. 
Do#. Save ye, Gentlemen. 
Petro. O welcome Doctor, 
Ve come in happy time; pray your Opinion, 
"What think you of his Pulſe? 
Doct. It beats with buſieſt, 
And ſhews a general Inflammation. 
Which is the Symptome of a peſtilent Feaver, 
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Take twenty Ounces fi om him. 

Petru. Take a Fool; | 
Take an Ounce from mine Arm, and Doctor Deuz-ace, 
I'll make a Cloſe- ſtool of your velvet Coftard. 
Gentlemen, do ye make a May- game on me? 

I tell ye once again, I am as ſound, 
As well, as wholeſome, and as ſenſible, 
As any of ye all: Let me out quickly, 
Or as I am a Man, Ill beat the Walls down, 
And the firſt thing I light upon ſhall pay for't. 
| [ Exit Doctor and Potl ecary. 
Petro. Nay, we'll go with you Doctor. 

Mar. Tis the ſafeſt; 
I aw the Tokens, Sir. 

Petro. Then there is but one way, 

Petru. Will it pleaſe you open? 

Tra. His Fit grows ſtronger ſtill. 

Mar. Let's ſave our ſe:ves, Sir, 

He's paſt all wcrldly Cure. 
Petro. Friends, do your Office. 
And what he wants, if Mony, Love, or Labour, 
Or any way may win it, let him have it. 
Farewel, and pray my honeſt Friends 

Perru. Why Raſcals, 

Friends, Gentlemen, thou beaſtly Wife, Jaques; 
None hear me? Who's at the Door there? 
1 Watch. Think, I pray, ir, 
Whither vou are going, and prepare your ſelf. 
2 Watch... heſe idle Thoughts diſturb you, the good 
Gentlewoman 
Your Wife has taken care you ſhall want nothing. 
Perry Shall 1 come out in quie: ? Anſwer me, 
Or ſhall I charge a Fowling- piece, and make 
Mine own way, two of ye | cannot miſs, 
If I miſs three; ye come here to aſſault me. 
I am as excellent well, thank Heav'n for't, 
And have as good a Stom ach at this Inſtant 

2 Watch, Thar's an ill ſign. 

1 Watch. He draws on; be's a dead Man. 


[ Exennt. 


| 


Fetru. And ſleep as ſoundly; Wil! ye look upon me ? 
2 Jos it 1 Watch. 
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1 Watch, Do you want Pen and Ink? While you have 
Settle your State. (Senſe, Sir, 
Petru. Sirs, I am well, as you are; 
Or any Raſcal living. 
2 Watch. Would you were, Sir. : 
Petru. Look to your ſelves, and if you love your Lives, 
Open the Door, and fly me, for I ſhoot elſe; 


—— PI ſhoot, and preſently, Chain-bullers; 
And under four 1 will not ill. 


1 Watch, Let's quit him, 
It may be it is a trick, he's dangerous. 
2 Watch, The Devil take the hindmoſt, I cry. 
[Exit Watch running, 


Enter Petruchio with a Piece. 
Petru. Have among ye, 


The Door ſhall open too, I'll have a fair ſhoot; 

Are ye all gone? Tricks in my old Days, Crackers 

Put now upon me? And, by Lady Green-Sleeves* 
Am I grown fo tame after all my Triumphs? 

But that I ſhould be thought mad, if 1 rail'd, 

As much as they deſcrve, againſt theſe Women, 

I would now rip up, from the Primitive Cuckold, 
All their Arch-villanies, and all their Doubles, 
Which are more than a hunted Hare e'er thought on: 
When a Man has the faireſt, and the ſweeteſt 

Of all their Sex, and as he thinks the nobleſt, 

W hat has he then? And I'll ſpeak modeſtly, 

He has a Quartern-ague, that ſhall ſhake 

All his Eſtate to nothing, never cur'd, 

Nor never dying; He'as a Ship to venture 

His Fame, and Credit in, which if he Man not 

With more continual Labour than a Gally 

To make her Tith, cither ſhe grows a Tumbrel, 

Not worth the Cloth ſhe wears; or ſprings more Leakes 
Than all the Fame of his Poſterity _ 
Can ever ſtop again. I could rail twenty Days; 

Out on 'em, Hedge-hogs, | 

He that ſhall touch 'em, has a thouſand Thorns 
Runs through his Fingers: If I were unmarried, 
I would do any thing below Repentance, 
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Any baſe dunghil Slavery; be a Hang - man, 

E'er I would be a Husband: O the thouſand, 
Thouſand, ten thouſand ways they have to kill us! 

Some fall with two much ftringing of the Fiddles, 

And thoſe are Fools; ſome, that they are not ſuffer'd, 
And thoſe are Maudlin-lovers: Some, like Scorpions, 
They poiſon with their Tails, and thoſe are Martyrs; 
Some die with doing good, thoſe Benefactors, 

And leave em Land to leap away; ſome few, 

For thoſe are rareſt, they are ſaid to kill 

With kindneſs, and fair uſage; but what they are 

My Catalogue diſcovers not, only 'tis thought 

They are buried in old Walls, with their Heels upward. 
I could rail twenty Days together now. 

I'll ſeek *em out, and if | have not reaſon, 

And very ſenſible, why this was done, 

I'll go a birding yet, and ſome ſhall ſmart for't. [ Exit. 


— 


Enter Moroſo and Petronius. 


Mor. Hat I dolove her, is without all queſtion, 
And moſt extreamly, dearly, molt exactly; 
And that I would e' en now, this preſent Monday, 
Before all others, Maids, Wives, Women, Widows, 
Of what degree, or calling, marry her, 
As certain too; but to be made a Whim-wham, 
A Jib- crack, and a Gentleman o' th' firſt Houſe, 
For all my kindneſs to her. | 
Petro. How you take it? 
Thou get a Wench, thou get a dozen Night- caps? 
Would have her come, and lick thee like a Calf, 
And blow thy Noſe, and buſs thee ? | 
Mor. Not ſo neither. 
Petro. What would'ſt thou have her do? 
Mor. Do as ſhe would do; 
Put on a clean Smock, and to Church, and Marry, «. 
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And then to Bed a God's Name, this is fair play, 
And keep the King's Peace; let her leave her Bobs, 
I have had roo many of them, and her Quillets, 
Sbe is as nimble that way as an Eel; 
But in the way ſhe ought to me eſpecially, 
A Sow of Lead is ſwifter. | 
Petro. Quoat your Griefs down. 
Mor. Give fair Quarter, I am old and craſie, 
And ſubject to much fumbling, I confeſs it; 
vet ſomething I would have that's warm, to hatch me 
But underſtand me I would have it ſo, 
I buy not more A Ns ag inthe Bargain 
Than the Ware's worth I have; if you allow me 
| Worthy your Son-in-Law, and your allowance, 
Do it a way of Credit; let me ſhow ſo, | 
And not be troubled in my Viſitations, 
With Blows, and Bitterneſs, and down-right Railings, 
As if we were to couple like two Cats, 
With clawing, and loud clamour : 
Petro. Thou fond Man, 
Haſt thou forgot the Ballad, crabbed Age, 
Can May and January match together, 
And nev'r a Storm between 'em? Say ſhe abuſe thee, 
Put caſe ſhe do. 
Mor. Well. | 
Petro, Nay, belicye ſhe do's. 
Aor. I do believe ſhe do's. 
Ferro. And dev'liſhly : 
Art thou a whit the worſe? 
Mor. Thar's not the matter, 
I know, being old, tis fit I am abug'd; _ 
I know 'tis handſome, and I know moreover 
I am to love her fort. 
Perro. Now you come to me. | f 
Mor. Nay, more than this; I find too, and find certain, 
What Gold | have, Pearl, Bracelets, Rings, or Owches, 
Or what (he can defire, Gowns, Petticoats, (chers, 
Waſtcotes, Embroydered- ſtockings, Scarfs, Cals, Fea- 
Hats, five pound Garters, Muffs, Masks, Ruffs, and Ri- 
Lam to give her fort. hy 
| Etro, 
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Petro. Tis right, you are ſo. (ty 
Mor. But when I have done all this, and think it Dy. 
It requiſite another bore my Noſtrils?, | 
Riddle me that. 
Petro. Go get you gone, and dream 
She's thine within theſe two Days, for ſhe is ſo; 
The Boy's beſide the Saddle; get warm Broths, 
And feed a pace; think not of worldly Buſineſs, (ful, 
It cools the Blood); leave off your Tricks, they are hate- 
And meer fore-runners of the ancient Meaſures; 
Contrive your Beard o'th* top cut like Yerdugres; 


It ſhows you would be wiſe, and burn 3 


It looks like half a winding-ſheet, and urges 
From a young Wench nothing but cold Repentance : 
You may eat Onions, ſo you'll not be laviſh. 

Mor. I am glad of that. 

Petro. They purge the Blood, and quicken, 
But after em, conceive me, ſweep your Mouth, 
And where there wants a Tooth, ſtick in a Clove. 

Mor. Shall 1 hope once again, ſay't? 

Fetro. You ſhall, Sir; 
And you ſhall have your hope. 

Mor. Why there's a Match then. 

Enter Biancha and Tranio. 

Bia. You ſhall not find me wanting, get you gone, 

Here's the old Man, he'll think you are plotting elſe 


Something againſt his new Son. [ Exit Tranio. 


Mor. Fare ye well, Sir. Exit Moroſo. 


Bia. Aud ev'ry Buck bad his Doe, 
And ev'ry Cuckold a Bell at his Toe: 


Oh what ſport ſhould we have then, then Boys then, 
Oh what ſport ſhould we have then ? 


Perro. This is the Spirit, that inſpires em all. 
Bia. Give you god Evn. 

Perro. A word with you, Sweet Lady. 

Bia. I am very halty, Sir. 

Perro. So you were ever. 

Bia. Well, what's your Will? 

Petro. Was not your skilful Hand 
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In this laft Stratagem ? Were not your Miſchiefs 
Eking the matter on? 

Bia. In's ſhutting up? 
Is that it? 

Perro. Yes. 

Bia. I'll tell you. 

Petro. Do. 

Bia. And truly. 

Good old Man, I do grieve exceeding much, 
I fear too much. 

Perro. I am ſorry for your heavineſs. 
Belike you can repent then? 

Bia. There you are wide too. 
Not that the thing was done, conceive me rightly, 
Do's any way moleſt me. 
Petro. W hat then, Lady? 


Bia. But that I was not in't, there's my Sorrow, there; 


Now you underſtand me, for I'll tell you, 

It was fo ſound a Piece, and ſo well carried, 
And if you mark the way, ſo handſomely, 
Of ſuch a Heighth, and Excellence, and Art, 
I have not known a Braver; for conceive me, 


W hen the groſs Fool her Husband would be Sick —— 


Petro. Pray ſtay. 


Bia. Nay, good, your Patience; and no Senſe for't, 


Then ſtept your Daughter in. 

Petro. By your Appointment. 

Bia. 1 would it had, on that Condition 
I had but one half Smock, I like it ſo well; 
And like an excellent cunning Woman, cur'd me 
One Madneſs with another, which was rare, 
And to our weak Beliefs, a wonder. 

Petro. Hang ye, | 
For ſurely, if your Husband look not to ye, 
I know what will. 

Bia. I humbly thank your Worſhip, 
And ſo I take my leave. | 

Petro. You have a Hand I hear too. 

Bia. I have two, Sir. 

Petro, In my young Daughter's Buſineſs. 
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Bia. You will find there 
A fitter Hand than mine, to reach her frets, 
And play down diddle to her. 
Petro. I ſhall watch ye. 
Bia. Do. 54 
Petro. And I ſhall have Juſtice. 
Bia. Where? 
Petro. That's all one ; 
I ſhall be with you at a turn hence forward. 
Bia. Get you a Poſſet too; and fo good Ev*n, Sir. 
[ Exennt. 


Enter Petruchio, Jaques and Pedro, 
Jag. And as I told your Worſhip, all the Hangings, 
Braſs, Pewter, Plate, ev'n to the very Looking-glaſſes. 
Ped And that that hung for our Defence, the Armor, 
And the March Beer was going too; Oh Jaques, 
What a ſad fight was that? os 
Faq. Even the two Rundlets, 
The two that was our hope, of Muskadel, 
Better nev'r Tongue tript over, thoſe two Cannons, 
To batter Brawn withal at Chriſtmas, Sir, 
Ev'n thoſe two lovely Twyns, the Enemy 
Had almoſt cut off clean. 
Petru. Go trim the Houſe up, 
And put the things in order as they were. 
[ Ex. Ped, and Jaq. 
I ſhall find time for all this; could I find her 
But conſtant any way, I had done my Buſineſs ; 
Were ſhe a Whore directly, or a Scold, 
An Unthrift, or a Woman made to hate me, 
I had my wiſh, and knew which way to rein her ; 
But while ſhe ſhews all theſe, and all their Loſſes, 
A kind of Linſey-woolſey, mingled Miſchief | 
Not to be gueſt ar, and whether true, or borrowed, 
adi Enter Maria. 
Not certain neither. What a hap had I, 
= And what a tidy Fortune, when my Fate 
8 Flung me upon this Bear-whelp ? Here ſhe comes, 
© Now, if ſhe have a Colour, for the fault is 
A cleanly one, upon my Conſcience 
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I ſhall forgive her yet, and find a ſomething 
Certain, I married for; her Wit: I'll mark her. 
Mar. Not let his Wife come near him in his Sickneſs? 
Not come to comfort him? ſhe that all Laws 
Of Heav'n, and Nations, have ordain'd his Second, 
Is ſhe refus'd ? and two old Paradoxes, | 
Pieces of five and fifty, without Faith, 
Clapt in upon him? has a little Per, 
- That all young Wives muſt follow neceſſary, 
Having their Maiden-heads ——— 
Petru. This is an Axiom 
I never heard before. 
Mar. Or ſay Rebellion, 
If we durſt be fo foul, which two fair words 
Alas win us from, in an hour, an inſtant, 
We are ſo eaſie, make him fo forgetful 
Both of Reaſon, Honeſty, and Credit, 
As to deny his Wife a Viſitation ? 
| His Wife, that, though ſhe was a little fooliſh, 
Lov'd him, Oh Heay'n forgive her for't ! nay doted, 
| Nay had run mad, had ſhe not married him. 
| Petru. Though I know this falſer than the Devil, 
| I cannot chuſe but love it. 
| Mar. What do I know 
| | But thoſe that came to keep him, might have kilFd him, 
| 


In what a caſe had I been then? 1 dare not 

Believe him ſuch a baſe, deboſh'd Companion, 
That one Refuſal of a tender Maid, | 

| Would make him faign this Sickneſs out of need, 

1 And take a Keeper to him of Fourſcore 4 

| To play at Billiards; one that mew'd content 
| And all her Teeth together; not come near him: 

| Petru. This Woman would have made a moſt rare 
| She can prevaricate on any thing; (Jeſuite, © +, 

e 

| 

| 

| 


| There was not to be thought a way to ſave her 

| | In all Imagination, befide this. | 8 
= Mar. His unkind dealing, which was worſt gf all, 
F In ſending, who knows whither, all the Plate, 
And all the Hoyſhold-ſtuff, had I not croſt it, 
By a great Providence, and my Friends ANA... , 
; ; | IC 
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Which he will thank me one Day for; alas, 
I could have watch'd as well as they, have ſerv'd him 
In any uſe, better, and willinger. 
TheLaw commands me to do it, Love commands me, 
And my own Duty charges me. 
Petru. Heav'n bleſs me. 
And now I have ſaid my Prayers, I'll go to her; 
Are you a Wife for any Man? 
Mar. For you, Sir, 
If I were worſe, | were better; That you are well, 
At leaſt, that you appear ſo, I thank Heay'n, 
Long may it hold; and that you are here, I am glad too; 
But that you have abus'd me wretchedly, 
And ſuch away that ſhames the Name of Husband, 
Such a malicious mangy way, ſo mingled, 
Never look ſtrangely on me, I dare tell you, 
With breach of Honeſty, Care, Kindneſs, Manners. 
Petru. Holla, you kick too faſt. 
Mar. Was Ila Stranger? 5 
Or had I vow'd Perdition to your Perſon ? 
Am I not married to you, tell me that? 
Petru. I would I could not tell you. 
Mar. Is my Preſence, | 
The Stock I come of, which is Worſhipful, 
If I ſhould fay Right Worſhipful, I 1y'd not, 
My Grandſire was a Knight. 
Petru. O' the Shire? 
Mar. A Soldier, 
Which none of all thy Family e' er heard of, 
But one Conductor of thy Name, a Graſier 
That ran away with Pay; or am I grown, 
Becauſe I have been a little peeviſh ro you, 
Only to try your Temper, ſuch a Dog-leech 
I coꝝld not be admitted to your Preſence ? 
Hern, If 1 endure this, hang me. 
Mar. And two Death's Heads, 
Iwo Harry Groats, that had their Faces worn, 
Almoſt their Names away too, | 
Petzu. Now hear me. 
For I will flay no longer. 


Mar. 


* 
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Aar. This you ſhall - 
How ever you ſhall think to flatter me, 
For this Offence, which no ſubmiſſion 
Can ever mediate for, you'll find it ſo, 
What ever you ſhall do by Interceſſion, 
What you can offer, what your Land can purchaſe, 
What all your Friends, or Families can win, | 
Shall be. but this, not to forſwear your Knowledge, 
But ever to forbear it: Now your will, Sir. 
Petru. Thou art the ſubtleſt Woman I think living, 
I am ſure the lewdeſt; now be ſtill, and mark me , 
Were I but any way addicted to the Devil, 
I ſhould now think I had met a Play- fellow 
To-profit by, and that way the moſt learned 
That ever taught to Murmur. Tell me thou, 
Thou moſt poor, paltry ſpiteful Whore: Do you cry? 
I'll make 1 leave. irs 
Mar. YourPleaſure. 
Petru. Was it not Sin enough, thou Fruiterer, 
Full of the fall thou eat'ſt; thou Devil's Broker, 
Thou Seminary of all Sedition, 
Thou Sword of Veng' ance, with a thred hung o'er us, ; 
Was it not Sin enough, and Wickedneſs 
In full abundance ? Was it not Vexation 
At all points, Cap a Pe? Nay, 1 ſhall pinch you, 
Thus like a rotten Raſcal to abuſe 
The Name of Heav'n, the tye of Marriage, 
The honour of thy Friends, the Expectation 
Of all that thought thee virtuous, with Rebellion, 
Childiſh and baſe Rebellion, but continuing 
After forgiveneſs too, and worſe, your Miſchief, 
And againſt him, ſetting the hope of Heav'n by, 
And the dear Reſervation of his Honour, 
Nothing above ground could have won to hate thee ? 
Well, go thy ways. 
Mar. Yes. 
Petru. You ſhall hear me out firſt ; . 
What Puniſhment may'ſt thou deſerve, thou thing, 
Thou idle thing of nothing, thou pull'd Primroſe, 
That two Hours after, art a Weed, and wither'd, bot ; 
: 5 : 


„ ** 


+. 3%. oe „ n 


re 


the Iumer tim d. 
For this laſt Alouriſh on me ? am 1 one 
Selected out of all the Husbands living, 
ro be ſo ridden by a Tit of ten Pence, 
Am | ſo blind and Bed-rid ? I was mad, 


And had thePlague, and no Man muſt come near me, 


I muſt be ſhur up, and my Subſtance bezePd, 
And an old Woman watch me. 


Mar. Well, Sir, well, 
You may well glory in't. 
Petru. And when it comes to opening, 'tis my Plot, 
I muſt undo my ſelf forſooth ; do'ſt hear me? 
Tf 1 ſhould bear thee now, as much may be, 
Do'ſt thou not well deſerve it, o' thy Conſcience, 
Do'ſt thou not cry, come beat me ? 
Mar. I defie you. 
And my laſt loving Tears farewel; the firſt ſtroke, 
The very firſt you give me, if you dare ſtrike, 
Try me, and you ſhall find it fo, for ever, 
Never to be recall d; I know you love me, 
Mad till you have enjoy'd me; I do turn 
Utterly ia you, and what Man I meet firſt, 
That has but Spirit to deſerve a favour, 
Let him bear any Shape, the worſe the better, 
Shall kill you, and enjoy me; what 1 have ſaid 
About your foolith Sickneſs, e er you have me 
As you would have me, you ſhall ſwear, is certain, 
And challcnge any Man, that dares deny it; 
And in all Companies approve my Actions, 
And fo farewel for this time. [ Ex, Mar. 
Petru. Grief go with thee, 
If there be any Witchcrafts, Herbs, or Potions, 
Saying my Prayers backward, Fiends, or Fayries, 
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Than can again unlove me, I am made., Exit. 


SCE NE 1. 
Euter Biancha, and Tranio. 
Tra. Miſtreſs, you muſt do it. 
Bia. Are the Writings ready I told you of? 
ra. Yes, they are ready, but to what uſe I know nor. 


Bia. Vare an Aſs, you muſt have all things conſtru'd. . 


Irs. 
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Tra. Yes, and pierc'd too, 2 
Or I find little Pleaſure. 

Bia. Now you are knaviſh, 

Go too, fetch Rowland hither preſently, ' 

Your Twenty Pounds lies bleeding elſe; ſhe is married 
Within theſe twelve Hours, if we croſs it not, 

And ſee the Papers of one ſize. 

Tra. I have ye. 

Bia. And for diſpoſing of em. 

Tra. If I fail you 
Now I have found the way, uſe Marſhal Law, 

And cut my Head off with a Hand-Saw. 

_ Bia. Well, Sir. 

Petronius and Moroſo l'll ſee ſent for: 

About your Buſineſs ; go. 

Tra. I am gone. [Ex, Tra. 
Enter Livia. 

Biz. Ho, Livia. 

Liv. Who's that ? 

Bia, A Friend of yours, Lord how you look now, 

As if you had loſt a Carrack. 

Liv. O Biancha, 

I am the moſt undone, unhappy Woman. 

Bia, Be quiet Wench, thou ſhalt be done, and done, 
And done, and double done, or all ſhall ſplit for't, 
No more of theſe minc'd Paſſions, they are mangy, 
And eaſe thee of nothing, but a little Wind, 
An Apple will do more; thou fear'ſt Moroſo. 
Liv. Even as I fear the Gallows. 

Bia, Keep thee there ſtill. 
And you love Rowland? ay. 

Liv. If I fay not, 

I am ſure I lie. | 

Bia. What wouldſt thou give that Woman, 
In ſpight of all his Anger, and thy Fear, 
And all thy Father's Policy, that could 
Clap ye within theſe two Nights quietly 
Into a Bed together? 

Liv. How ? | 
Bia, Why fairly, 
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At half Sword, Man and Wife; now the red Blood comes, 
Ay marry now the Matter's chang'd. 

Liv, Biancha, 
Methinks you ſhould not mock me. 

Bia. Mock a Pudding. 
I ſpeak goed honeſt Engliſh, and good meaning. 

Liv. I ſhould not be ungrateful to that Woman. 

Bia I know thou would'ſt not; follow but my Counſel, 
And if thou haſt him nor, deſpite of Fortune, 
Let me ne' er know a good Night more; you muſt 
Be very ſick o'th' Inſtant. 

Liv. Well, what follows ? 

Bia. And in that ſickneſs fend for all your Friends, 
Your Father, and your Feaver, old Moroſo, 


And Rwwland ſhall be there too, 


Liv. What of theſe ? | 

Bia. Do you not twitter yet? Of this ſhall follow 
That which ſhall make thy Heart leap, and thy Lips 
Venture as many Kiſſes, as the Merchants 
Do Dollars to the Eaſt-Indies ; you ſhall know all, 
Bur firſt walk in, and practiſe, pray be ſick. 

Liv. I do believe you, and 1 am fick. 

Biz. Do, | 
To Bed then, come, I'll ſend away your Servants 
Poſt for your Fool, and Father; and good Fortune, 
As we mean honeſtly, now ftrike an up-ſhot. | Exennt, 


SCE N'E I 


Enter Tranio, and Rowland. 


Tra. Nay, on my Conſcience, I have loſt my Mony, 
But that's all one: I'll never more perſwade you, 
Iſce you are reſolute, and I commend you. 

Row. But did ſhe ſend for me? 

Tra. Vou dare believe me. 

Row. I cannot tell, you have your ways for profit 
Allow'd you, Tranio, as well as I 
Have to avoid 'em. 

Tra. No, on my word, Sir, 

I deal directly with you. 
Vor. VI. K Juter 
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Enter Servant. 
Row. How now Fellow, 


W hither poſt you ſo faſt ? 
Ser. O Sir, my Maſter, 
Pray did you {ce my Maſter ? 
Row. Why your Maſter? 
Ser. Sir, his Jewel. 
Row. With the gilded Button? 
Ser. My pretty Miſtreſs Livia. 
Kom. What of her? 
Ser. Is fallen ſick o' th' ſudden. 
Row. How, o'th' fullens? | 
Ser. O' th' ſudden Sir, I fay, very ſick. (ples, 
Kow. It ſeems ſhe hath got the Tooth-ach with raw Ar- 
Ser. It ſcems you have got the Head-ach, fare you well, 
You did not ſee my Maſter ? (Sir. 
Kom. Who told you ſo? 
Tra. No, no, he did not ſee him. 
Row. Farewel Blue-bottle. | Exit Servant, 
What ſhould her ſickneſs be? 
Tra. For you, it may be. | 
Row. Yes, when my Brains are out, I may belicve it, 
Never before, I am ſure: Vet I may ſee her; 
*T will be a point of Honeſty, 
Tra. It will fo. | 
Row. It may be not too; you would fain be fing'ring 
This old Sin-offring of two bundred, Tranio, 
How daintily, and cunningly you drive me 
Up like a Deer toth' Toile, yet I may leap it, 
And what's the Woodman then ? 
Tra. A loſer by you. 
Speak, Will you go or not? To me 'tis equal. 
Row. Come, what goes leſs ? 
Tra. Nay, not a Penny Rowland. 
Raw. Shall I have liberty of Conſcience, 
Which, by interpretation, is ten Kiſſes? 
Hang me if I affect her, yet it may be, 
This whoreſon Manners will require a ſtrugling, 
Of two and twenty, or by'r Lady thirty. 1 
| - 75. 
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Tra. By'r Lady Il) require my Wager then, 
For if you kiſs fo often, aud no Kindneſs, 
] have loft my Speculation, Ill allow u 


„ 


— 


Row. Speak like a Gameſter now. 
Tra. It may be two. 
Row, Under a dozen, Tranio, there's no ſetting, 
You ſhall have forty Shillings, wink at ſmall Faults. 
Say I take twenty, come, by all that's honeſt 
do it but to vex her. 
Tra. I'll no By-blows. 
If you can love her, do, if you can, hate her, 
Or any elſe that loves you /ʒ — 
Rom. Prethee Tranio, 
Tra. Why farewel twenty Pound, *twill not undo me; 
You have my Reſolution. 
Row. And your Mony, 
Which fince you are ſo ſtubborn, if I forfeit, 
Make me a Jack Lent, and break my Shins 
For untagg'd Points and Compters: I'll go with you, 
But if thou getteſt a Penny by the Bargain 
A parting Kiſs is lawful ? 
Tra, 1 allow it. 
Row, Knock out my Brains with Apples; yeta Bargain, 
Tra. I tell you, I'll no bargains; win, and wear it. 
Row, Thou art the ſtrangeſt Fellow. 
Tra. That's all one. Wt 
Row. Along then, twenty Pound more if thou dar'ſt, 
I give her not a good word. ; 
Tra. Not a Penny. [ Exenunt, 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Petruchio, Jaques, and Pedro, 

Petru. Prethee, cntrear her come, I will not trouble her 
Above a word or two; &cr [ endure Exit Pedro. 
This Life, and with a Woman, and a vow'd one 
To all the Miſchiefs ſhe can lay upon me, 

PII go to Plough, and cat Lee Porridge ; 
Begging's a Pleaſure to'r, not ro be number d: 
No there be other Countries Jaques for me, and other 
People, yea, and other Women. 
K 2 If 
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If I have need, here's Mony, there's your Ware, 
W hich is fair dealing, and the Sun, they ſay, 
Shines as warm there, as here; and till I have loft 
Either my ſelf, or her, I care not whether 
Nor which firſt. | 

Faq. Will your Worſhip hear me? 

Petru. And utterly outworn the Memory 
Of ſuch a Curſe as this, none of my Nation 
Shall ever know me more. 

Faq. Out alas, Sir, 
What a ſtrange way do you run? 

Petru. Any way, | 
So I out-run this Raſcal. 

Faq. Methinks now, 
If your good Worſhip could but have the patience. 

Petru. The Patience, why the Patience? 

Faq. Why Il tell you, 
Could you but have the Patience. 

Petru. Well, the Patience. 

Faq. To laugh at all the do's, or when ſhe rails, 
To have a Drum beaten o'th' top o' th* Houle, 
To give the Neighbours warning of her Larme, 
As | do when my Wife rebels. 

Petru. Thy Wife? 
Thy Wite's a Pigeon to her, a meer ſlumber, 
The dead of Night's not filler. 

Faq. Nor an Iron Mill. 

Petru. But thy Wife is certain. 

Faq. That's falſe Doctrine, 
You never read of a certain Woman. 

Petru. Thou know'ſt her way. 

Faq. 1 ſhould do, I am ure. 
I have ridden it Night and Day, this twenty year, 

Petru. But mine is ſuch a drench of Balderdaſh, 
Such a ſtrange carded cunningneſs, the Rain-bow, 
When ſhe hangs bent in Heav'n, ſheds not her colours 
Qui cker, and more, than this deceitful Woman 

| Enter Pedro. 

Weaves in her dyes of Wickedneſs: What fays ſhe? 


Ped. Nay, not a word Sir, but ſhe pointed to me, 


Ne ee — , — 


As 
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As though ſhe meant to follow; pray Sir bear it 
Ev'n as you may, I need not teach your Worſhip, 
The beſt Men have their croſſes, we are all mortal. 

Petru. What ails the Fellow? 

Ped. And no doubt ſhe may, Sir. 

Perry. What may ſhe, or what do's ſhe, or what is ſhe? 
Speak and be hang'd. | 

Ped. She's mad, Sir. 

Petru. Heav'n continue it. 

Ped. Amen, if't be his Pleaſure. 

Petru. How mad is ſhe? 

Ped. As mad as heart can wiſh, Sir; ſhe has dreſt her ſelf 
(Saving your Worſhip's Reverence) juſt i' th' cut 
Of one of thoſe that multiply i' th* Suburbs 
For ſingle Mony, and as dirtily - 

If any ſpeak to her, firſt ſhe whiſtles, 
And then begins her Compaſs with her Fingers, 
And points to what the would have. 

Petru. What new way's this? 

Ped. There came in Maſter Sophocles, 

Petru. And what 
Did Maſter Sophocles when he came in? | 
Get my Trunks ready, Sirrah, Vil be gone ſtraight. 

Ped. He's here to tell you. 

She's horn mad, Jaques. 
Enter Sophocles. 

Soph. Call ye this a Woman? 

Petru, Yes Sir, ſhe is a Woman. 

Spb. Sir, 1 doubt it. 

Petru. I had thought you had made Experience, 

Soph. Yes, I did fo, 

And almoſt with my Life. 

Petru. You rid too faſt, Sir. 

Soph. Pray be not miſtaken 3 by this Hand 

Your Wife's as chaſte and honeſt as a Virgin, 
For any thing | know; 'tis true ſhe gave me 
A Ring. 

Petru. For rutting. 

Soph. You are much deceiv'd ſtill, 

Believe me, I never kiſt her ſince, and now - 
„ "3 Coming 


2986 The Woman s Prize: Or, 


| Coming in Viſitation, like a Friend, 
I think ſhe is mad, Sir, ſuddenly ſhe ſtarted, 
And ſnatch'd the Ring away, and drew her Knife out, 
To what intent I know nor. 
Petru. Is this certain? 
Soph. As I am here, Sir. 
Petru. | believe you honeſt, 
And pray continue fo. 
| Enter Maria. 


Soph. She comes. 
Petru. Now Damſel, 
W hat will your Beauty do, if I forſake you? 
Do you deal by Signs, and Tokens? As gue's then, 
You'll walk abroad, this Summer, and catch Captains, 
Or hire a piece of holy Ground i' th' Suburbs, 
And keep a Neſt of Nuns? 
Soph. Oh do not ſtir her! 
You ſee in what a Caſe ſhe is? 
Petru. She is dogged, 
And in a beaſtly ca e, 1 am ſurc: I'll make her, 
It ſhe have any Tongue, yer tattle. Sopbocles, 
Prethee obſerve this Woman ſeriouſly, 
And eye her well. and when thou haſt done, but tell me 
(For thou haſt Underitanding) in what caſe 
My Senſe was, when I choie this thing. 
Soph. l'Il tell you, 
f I have ſcen a ſweeter— — 
Petru. An hundred times cry Oiſters. 
There's a poor Begger-wench about Black- Friers 
Runs on her Breech, may be an Etmprels to her. 
Soph. Nay, now you are too bitter. 
| Petru. Nev'r a whit, Sir: | 
| PI tell thee Woman, for now I have day to ſee thee, 
| And all my Wits about me, and I ſpeak 
| Not cut of, Paſſion neither (leave your mumping) 
| | know you're well enough : Now would I give 
| A million but to vex her: When l choſe thee 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


To make a Bedjellow, I took more trouble, 

Than twenty Terms can come to, ſuch a Cauſe, 

Of ſueh a Title, and ſo everlaſting, 15 
| | | at 
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That Adam's Genealogie may be ended 

E'er any Law find thee: I took a Leproſie, 

Nay worſe, the Plague, nay worſe yet, a Poſſeſſion 
And had the Devil with thee, if not more: 

And yet worſe, was a Beaſt, and like a Beaft 

Had my reward, a Jade to fling my Fortunes 

For who that had bur reaſon to diſtinguith 

The Light from Darkneſs, Wine from Water, Hunger 
From full Satiety, and Fox from Fern-buſh, 

That would have married thee ? 

Soph. She is not (© ill. 

Petru. She's worle than I dare think of; ſhe's ſo lewd, 
No Ccurc is ſtrong enough to bear her Cauſe, 
She hath neither Manners, Honeſty, Behaviour, 
Wife- hood, nor Woman-hood, nor any Mortal 
Can force me think ſhe had a Mother : No, 
I do believe her ſtedfaſtly, and know her 
To be a Woman-wolte by Tranſmigration, 
Her firſt Form was a Ferret's under- ground, 
She kills the memories of Men. Not yet? 

Soph. Do you think ſhe's ſenſible of this? 

Petru. I care not, 
Be what ſhe will, the Pleaſure I take in her, 
Thus I blow off; the care I took to love her, 
Like this Point, I untie, and thus I looſe it; 
Ihe Husband I am to her, thus I ſever; 
My Vanity farewel; yet, for you have been 
So near me, as to bear the name of Wife, 
My unquench'd Charity ſhall tell you thus much, 
(Though you deſerve it well) you ſhall not beg, 
What J ordain d your Jointure, honeſtly 
You ſhall have ſetled on you, and half my Houſe; 
The other half ſhall be imploy'd in Prayers, 
(Thar meritorious charge I'll be at alſo) 
Yet to confirm you Chriſtian; your Apparel, 
And what belongs to build up ſuch a Folly, 
Keep I beſeech you, it infects our Ules, 
And now I am for Travel. 

Mar. Now I love you, 


And no I ſee you are a Man, T'll talk to you, | 
| K 4 And 
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And I forget your bitterneſs. 

Soph, How now, Man ? 

Petru. Oh Pliny, if thou wilt be ever famous, 
Make but this Woman all thy wonders. 

Mar. Sure, Sir, | 
You have hit upon a double Courſe, a bleſſed, 
And what will make you virtuous, 

Petru. She'll ſhip me. 

Mar. A way of underſtanding I long wiſh'd for, 
And now 'tis come, take heed you fly not back, Sir: 
Methinks you look a new Man to me now, 

A Man of excellence, and now 1 ſee 

Some great deſign ſet in you: You may think now 
(And ſo may moſt that know me) *twere my part 
Weakly to weep your loſs, and to reſiſt you, 

Nay, hang about your Neck, and like a Dotard 
Urge my {ſtrong tie upon you; bur I love you, 
And all the World ſhall know it, beyond Woman; 
And more prefer the honour of your Country, 
Which chiefly you are born for, and may perfect, 
The uſes you may make of other Nations, 
The ripening of your Knowledge, Converſation, 
The full ability and ſtrength of Judgement, 

Than any private Love, or wanton Kiſſes. | 
Go worthy Man, and bring home Underſtanding. (men. 

Soph. This were an excellent Woman to breed School- 

Mar. For if the Merchant through unknown Seas 
To get his Wealth, then dear Sir, what muſt you (plough 
To gather Wiſdom? Go, and go alone, 
Only your noble Mind for your Companion; 
And ifa Woman may win credit with you, 
Go far, too far you cannot, ſtill the farther 
The more Experience finds you; and go ſparing, 
One Meal a Week will ſerve you, and one Sute, 
Through all your Travels; for you'll find it certain, 
he poorer and the baſer you appear, 
T1 more you look through ſtill. 

ber. Doſt hear her? 

» pb. ves. 


Petri, 
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Petru. What would this Woman do, if ſhe were ſuffer'd, 
Upon a new Religion? 
Sepb. Make us Pagans. 
I wonder that ſhe writes not. 
Mar. Then when Time, 
And fulnels of Occaſion, have new made you, 
And ſquar'd you from a Sot into a Signior, 
Or nearer, from a Jade into a Courſer; 
Come home an aged Man, as did Ulyſes, 
And I your glad Penelope. 
Petru. That muſt have 
As many Lovers as I Languages. 
And what ſhe does with one 1'th' Day, bᷣth' Night 
Undo it with another. 
Mar. Much that way, Sir; 
For in your abſence it muſt be my Honour, 
Thar, that muſt make me ſpoken of hereafter, 
To have Temptations, and nor little ones, 
Daily and hourly offered me, and ftrongly, 
Almoſt believed againſt me, to ſet off 
The Faith and Loyalty of her that loves you. 
Petru. W hat ſhould I do? 
Soph. Why by my 
Did not you mean ſo? 
Petru. Alas no, nothing leſs Man; 
I did it but to try, Sir, ſhe's the Devil, 
And now find it, for ſhe drives me; I muſt go: 
Are my Trunks down there, and my Horſes ready ? 
Mar. Sir, for your Houſe, and if you pleaſe to truſt 
With that you leave behind. (me 
Petru. Bring down the Mony. 
Mar. As I am able, and to my poor Fortunes, 
III govern as a Widow; I ſhall long 
To hear of your well-doing, and your Profit ; 
And when I hear not from you once a quarter, 
PII wiſh you in the Indies, or Catayna, 
Thoſe are the Climes muſt make you. 
Petru. How's the Wind? / 
She'll wiſh me out o'th* World anon. 
Mar. For France 


I would travel, 


— —— 2% — —— 8 
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Tis very fair; get you aboard to Night, Sir, 
And loſe no time, you know the Tide ſtays no Man, 
I have cold Meats ready for you. 

Petru. Fare thee well, (ance, 
Thou haſt fool'd me out o'th* Kingdom with a Venge- 
And thou canſt fool me in again. ? 

Mar. Not 1, Sir, 

I love you better, take your Time, and Pleaſure. 
Pl fee you hors'd. 

Petru. I think thou wouldſt ſee me hanged too, 
Were I bur half as willing. | 

Mor. Any thing 
Thar you think well of, I dare look upon. | 

Fetru. Yow'll bear me to the Lands End, S oc les 
And other of my Friends, 1 hope. 

Mor. Nev'r doubt, Sir, 


You cannot want Companions for your good; 


I am ſure you'll kiſs me cer Igo; I have Buſineſs, 
And ſtay long here I muſt not. 

Petru. Ger thee going. 
For if thou tarrieſt but another Dialoguc, 
PII kick thee to thy Chamber. 

Mar. Fare you well, Sir, 
And bear your ſelf, I do beſeech you, once more, 
Since you have undertaken doing wiſely, 
Manly, and worthily, tis for my Credit, 
And for thoſe flying Fames here of your Follies, 
Your gambols, 1 ill breeding of your Vouth, 
For which I underſtand you take this travel, 
Nothing ſhould make me leave you elſe, VII deal 
So like a Wife that loves your Reputation, 


And the moſt large Addition of your Credit, 


That thoſe ſhall die; if you want Limon- waters, 
Or any thing to take the edge o'th' Sea off, 
Pray "SY and be provided. 
Petra. Now the Devil, 
That was your firſt good Maſter, ſhowre his Bleſſing 
Upon ye all: Into whoſe Cuſtody ———— 
Mar. I do commit your Reformation, 


And ſo I leave you to your Stilo novo. [Exit . 
ru. 
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Petru. I will go; yet I will not; once more Sophocles 
Il put her to the Teſt. 

Sph. You had better go | 

Petru. I will go then; let's ſeek my Father out, 
And all my Friends, to ſee me fair aboard; 
Then Women, if there be a Storm at Sea, (broken 
Worſe than your Tongues can make, and Waves more 
Than your diſſembling Faiths are, let me feel 
Nothing but Tempeſts, till they crack my Keel. 

[ Ereunt. 


— —_— 


ATT V. SCENE I. i 
Enter Petronius, and Biancha with four Papers. 


HMC W whether I deſerve that blame you gave me, 
Let all the World diſcern, Sir. 
Petro. If this Motion, 
(1 mean this fair Repentance of my Daughter) 
Spring from your good Perſwaſion, as it ſeems ſo, 
I muſt conteſs I have ſpoke too boldly of you, 
And l repent, 
Bia. The firſt touch was her own, 
Taken no doubt from diſobey ing you 
The ſecond I put to her, when I told her 
How goad, and gentle yet, with free Contrition | 
Again you might be purchas'd; loving Woman, 
She heard me, and I thank her, thought me worthy 
Obſerving in this Point; yet all my Counſel, 
And Comfort in this caſe, could not ſo heal her, 
But that Grief got his ſhare too, and ſhe ſick'ned. 
Perro. I am ſorry ſhe's ſo ill, yet glad her ſickneſs 
Has got ſo good a ground. 
Enter Moroſo. 
Bia. Here comes Moroſo. 
Petro. Oh, you are very welcome, 
Now you ſhall know your Happineſs, 
Mor. I am glad ont. 
What makes this Lady here? Bia. 


* 
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Bia. A diſh for you, Sir, 
You'll thank me for hereafter. 

Petro. True Moroſo, 

Go get you in, and ſee your Miſtreſs. 

Bia. She is ſick, Sir, 

But you may kiſs her whole. 

Mor. How! 

Bia. Comfort her. 

Mor. Why am I ſent for, Sir? 

Potro. Will you in, and fee? 

Bia. May be ſhe needs Confeſſion. 
Mor. By St. Mary, 

She ſhall have Abſolution then, and Penance, 
But not above her Carriage. 

Petro. Get you in, Fool. 

Bia. Here comes the other too. 

Enter Rowland and Tranio. 

Petro. Now Tranio; 

Good Ev'n to you too, and you are welcome. 

Row. Thank you, 

Petro, I have a certain Daughter. 

Row, Would you had, Sir. 
Petro. No doubt you know her well. 

Row. Nor never ſhall, Sir. 

She is a Woman, and the ways unto her 
Are like the finding of a certain Path 
After a deep fall'n Snow. 

Petro. Well, that's by th' by ftill. 
This Daughter that I tell you of, is fall'n 
A little crop fick, with the dangerous Surfcit 
She took of your Affection. 

Row. Mine, Sir? 

Petro. Ves, Sir. 

Or rather, as it ſeems, repenting. 
And there ſhe lies within, debating on't. 

Row. Well, Sir. 


[ Exit Mor. 


Perro. I think *rwere well you would ſee her. 


Row. If you pleaſe, Sir; | 
Jam not ſqueamiſh of my Viſitation. 


Perro. But this I'll tell you, ſhe is alter'd mu 
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You'll find her now another Livia. 

Row. I have enough o'th' old, Sir. 

Petro. No more Fool, 

To look gay Babies in your Eyes, young Rowland, 
And hang about your pretty Neck. 

Row. I am glad on't, 

And thank my Fates I have ſcap'd ſuch Execution. 

Petro, And buls you till your bluſh again. 

Row. That's hard, Sir; 

She muſt kiſs ſhamefully cer I bluſh at it, 
I never was ſo Boyiſhz well, what follows? 

Petro. She's mine now, as I pleaſe to ſettle her, 
At my command, and where pleaſe to plant her: 
Only ſhe would take a kind of farewel of you, 

And give you back a wandring Vow or two, 
You leſt in Pawn; and two or three flight Oaths 
She ent you too, ſhe looks for. 

Kom. She ſhall have em 
With all my Heart, Sir; and if you like it better, 
A free Releaſe in writing. 

Petru. That's the matter, 

And you from her ſhall have another, Rowland, 
And then turn tail to tail, and Peace be with you. 

Row. So be it; your twenty Pound ſweats, Tranto. 

Tra, Twill not undo me, Rowland, do your worſt. 

Row. Come, ſhall we ſee her, Sir? 

Bia. What c'er ſhe ſays 
Vou muſt bear manly, Rowland, for her Sickneſs 
Has made her ſomewhar pettiſh. 

Row, Let her talk | 
Till her Tongue ake, I care not; by this Hand 
Thou haſt a handſome Face Wench, and a Body 
Daintily mounted; now do I feel an hundred 
Running directly from me, as! piſt it. 

Livia diſcovered a- bed, and Moroſo by ber. 
Bia. Pray draw em ſoftly, the leaſt hurry, Sir, 
Puts her to much impatience. 
Petro. How is't, Daughter ? 
Liv. Oh very ſick, very ſick, yet ſomewhat 
Better I hope; a little lightſomer, 
Becauſe 
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Becauſe this good Man has forgiven me; 
Pray ſer me higher; oh my Head. 
Bia. Well done Wench. 
Liv. Father, and all good People that ſhall hear me, 
I have abus'd this Man perniciouſly z was never old 
Man humbled fo ; ; N 
I have ſcorn'd him, and call'd him naſty Names, 
I have ſpit at him, 
Flung Candles ends in's Beard, and call'd him Harrow, 
That muſt be drawn to all he does; contemn'd him, 
For methought then, he was a beaſtly Fellow, 
(Oh my fide) a very beaſtly Fellow; 
And gave it out, his Caſſock was a Barge-cloth, 
Pawn'd to his Predeceſſor by a Sculler, 
The Man yet living; I gave him purging Comfits 
At a great Chriſtning once, 
That ſpoil'd his Camblet Breeches; and one Night 
I ſtrew'd the Stairs with Peaſe, as he paſt down; 
And the good Gentleman, woe worth me for't, 
Ev'n with this reverend Head, this Head of Wiſdon,, 
Told two and twenty Stairs, good and true; 
Miſt not a ſtep, and as we ſay, verbatim 
Fell ro the Bottom, broke his caſting Bottle, 
Loſt a fair Toad-ſtone, of ſome eighteen Shillings 3 
Jumbled his Joints together, had two Stools, 
And was tranſlated. All this Villany 
Did I; I Livia, I alone, untaughtr. 
Mor, And 1 unask'd, forgive it. 
Liv. Where's Biancha ? 
Bia, Here Couſin. 7 
Liv. Give me Drink. | 3 
Bia. There. = 
Liv. Who's that? =. 


Mor. Rowland. | : : 
Liv. Oh my Diſſembler, you and I muſt part. 4 
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Row. I am ſorry for your Sickneſs. "Op 
Liv. Be ſorry for your ſelf, Sir, you have wrong'd me, 
Bur I forgive you; are the Papers ready? 
Bia. I have em here; will't pleaſe you view * ? 
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Petro, Yes. (willing 
Liv. Shew *em the young Man too, I know he's 
To ſhift his Sails too; *tis for his more Advancement 
Alas, we might have begger'd one another ; 
We are young both, and a World of Children 
Might have been left behind to curſe our Follies ; 
We had been undone, Biancha, had we married, 
Undone for ever; I confeſs I lov'd him, 
care not who ſhall know it, moſt intirely 
And once, upon my Conſcience, he loy'd me; 
But farewel that, we muſt be wiſer, Couſin, 
Love muſt not leave us to the World; have you done? 
Row. Yes, and am ready to ſubſcribe. 
Liv. Pray ſtay then; | 
Give me the Papers, and let me peruſe 'em, 
And ſo much time, as may afford a Tear 
At our laſt parting. 
' Bia. Pray retire, and leave her, 
I call ye preſently. 
”etro. Come Gentlemen, the ſhowre muſt fall. 
gem. Would I had never ſeen her. [ Exeunt, 
Hi. Thou haſt done bravely, Wench. 
Liv, Pray Heav'n it prove ſo. 
ia. There are the other Papers; when they come 
Begin you firſt, and let the reſt ſubſcribe 
Hard by your fide; give em as little light 
As Drapers do their Wares, 
Liv. Didſt mark Moroſo, 
In what an Agony he was, and how he cry'd moſt 
When 1 abugd him moſt ? | 
Zia. That was but Reaſon. 
Liv, Oh what a ftinking Thief is this ? 
Though I was but to counterfeit, he made me 
Di ectly ſick indeed; Thames-ſtreer, to him, 


Is a meer Pomander. 


Bi a. Let him be hang'd. 
v. Amen. 


Ja. And lie you ſtill; 


 An4 once more to your Buſineſs, 


Liv. Call 'em in. 
Now 
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Now if there be a Power that pities Lovers, 
Help now, and hear my Prayers. | 
Enter Petronius, Rowland, Tranio and Moroſo. 
Petro. Is ſhe ready? 
Bia. She has done her Lamentations pray go to her. 
Liv. Rowland, come near me, and before you ſeal, 

Give me your Hand; take it again; now kiſs me. 

This is the laſt Acquaintance we mult have; 

I wiſh you ever happy; there's the Paper. 
Row. Pray ſtay a little. ; 
Petro. Let me never live more, 

Bur I do begin to pity this young Fellow ; 

How heartily he weeps! 

Bia. There's Pen and Ink, Sir. 
Liv. Ev'n here I pray you. *Tis a little Emblen 

How near you have been to me. 
Row. There. 

Biz. Your Hands too, 

As Witneſſes. 

Petro. By any means, 

To th* Book, Son. 

Aor. With all my Heart, 
Bia. You muſt deliver it. 
Row. There Livia, and a better Love light on thee, 

T can no more. 

Bis. To this you muſt be Witneſs too. 

Perro. We will. 
Bia. Do you deliver it now. 
Liv. Pray ſet me up:; 

There Rowland, all thy old Love back; and may 

A new to come, exceed mine, and be happy. 

I muſt no more. / 
Row. Farewel. 
Liv. A long farewel. [Exit Row, 
Bia. Leave her by any means, till this wild Paſſion 

Be off her Head ; draw all the Curtains cloſe, 

A Day hence you may ſee here, 'twill be better, 

She is now for little Company. 

Petro. Pray tend her. 

I muſt to Horſe ſtraight, you muſt needs along too, 
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To ſee my Son aboard; were but his Wiſe 
As fit for Pity, as this Wench, I were happy. 

Bia. Time mult do that too; fare ye well; to Morrow 
You ſhall receive a Wife to quit your Sorrow. | Exeunt. 


e I, 


Enter Jaques, Pedro, and Porters, with Cheſt and Hampers 
Jag. Bring em away, Sirs. 
Ped Muſt the great Trunks go too? 
Faq. Ves, and the Hampers; nay, be ſpeedy Maſters : 
He'll be at Sea before us elſe. 
Ped. Oh Faques, 
What a molt bleſſed turn haſt thou? 
Jag. I hope ſo. 
Ped, To have the Sea between thee and this Woman, 
Nothing can drown her Tongue but a Storm. 
Faq. By your leave, | 
We'll get us up to Paris with all ſpeed; 
For on my Soul, as far as Amiens 
She'll carry Blank, away to Lyn- ey 
And Ship 'em preſently, we'll follow ye. 
Ped. Now could I wiſh her in that Trunk. 
Jag. God ſhield Man, 
I had rather have a Bear in't. 
Ped. Ves, I'll tell ye; | | 
For in thePaſſage, if a Tempeſt take ye, 
As many do, and you lie beating for it, _ 
Then, if it pleas'd the Fates, I would have the Maſter, 
Our of a powerful Providence, to cry, 
Lighten the Ship of all Hands, or we periſh; 
Then this for one, as beſt ſpar'd, ſhould by all means 
Over-board preſently. | 


Fag. O' that Condition, 


So we were certain to be rid of her,  _ 
I would wiſh her with us; but believe me, Pedro, 
She would ſpoil the aſhipg,on this Coaſt for ever. 
For none would keep her Company but Dog: fiſh, 
5 curriſh as her ſelf; or Porpiſces, | 
ade to all fatal Uſes: The two Fiſh-ſtreets, _ 
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Were ſhe but once arriv'd amongſt the Whitings, 
Would fing a wofal m7/ereri, Pedro, 
And mourn in Poor %u, till her Memo 
Were caſt o' ſhore again, with a ſtrong Sea-breach; 
She would make God Neptune, and his Fire-fork, 
And all his Demi-gods and Goddeſſes, 
As weary of the Flemiſh Channel, Pedro, 
As cver Boy was of the School; tis certain, 
If ſhe bur meet him fair, and were well angred, 
She wauld break his God-head. 
Ped. Oh her Tongue, her Tongue. 
Faq. Rather her many Tongues. 
Ped. Or rather ſtrange Tongues. 
Jt: Her lying Tongue. 
ed. Her liſping Tongue. 
Jag Her long Tongue. 
Ped. Her lawleſs Tongue. 
Jag. Her loud Tongue. 
Ped. Andher liquorith 
Faq. Many other Tongues, and many ſtranger Tongues 
Than ever Babel had to tell his ruins, 
Were Women rais'd withal ; but never a true one. 
| Enter Sophocles. 
S9ph.Home with your Stuff again, the Journey's ended. 
Faq. What does your Worſhip mean? | 
Soph. Your Maſter, oh Petruchio, oh poor Fellows. 
Ped. Oh Jaques, Jaques. | 
Soph. Oh your Maſter's dead, 


His Body coming back, his Wife, his Devil, 
The Grief of— her 
Fag. Has kill'd him? 
Sopb, Kill'd him, kill'd him. 
Ped. Is there no Law to hang her ? 
Soph. Get ye in, 
And let her know her Miſery; I dare-not, 
For fear Impatience ſeize me, ſee her more, 
I muſt away again; bid her for Wife-hood, 
For Honeſty, if ſhe have any in her, 
Even to avoid the ſhame that follows her, 
Cry if the can; your Weeping cannot mend it. The 
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The Body will be here within this Hour, ſo tell her; 
And all his Friends to curſe her. Farewel Fellows. 


[ Exiz Soph, 
Ped. Oh Faques, Jaques. 
Jag. Oh my worthy Maſter. 
Ped Oh my moſt beaſtly Miſtreſs, hang her. 
Jag. Spilt her. 
Ped. Drown her directly. 
Fag. Starve her. 
Ped Stink upon her. 


Jag. Stone her to Death; may all ſhe eat be Eggs, 
Till ſhe run kicking mad for Men. 


Ped. And he, 
That Man, that gives her Remedy, pray Heav'n 
He may ev'n ipſo fatto, loſe his Fadding (her, 


Faq. Let's go diſcharge our ſelves, and he that ſerves 


Or ſpeaks a good word of her from this hour, 

A Sedgly curle light on him; which is, Pedro, 

The Fiend ride through him booted and ſpurr'd, with 
a Sythe at's Back, [ Exeunt, 


r 


Enter Rowland, and Tranio ſtealing behind him. 


Row, What a dull Aſs was I to let her go thus? 
Upon my Life ſhe loves me till; well Paper, 
Thou only Monument of what I have had, 

Thou all the Love now left me, and now loſt, 

Let me yet kiſs her hand, yet take my leave 

Of what I muſt leave ever; Farewel Livia. 

Oh bitter Words, I'll read ye once again, 
And then for ever ſtudy to forget ye. 
How's this? let me look better on't: A Contract? 
— A Contract, ſeal'd and ratified, 
Her Father's Hand ſer to it, and Aoroſos: 
do not dream ſure, let me read again, 
The ſame till, *ris a Contract. 

Tra. Tis fo, Rowland; 

And by the Virtue of the ſame, you pay me 

An hundred Pound to Morrow. 
914 3 | Rom. 
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Row, Art ſure, Tranio, 
We are both alive now? 
Tra. Wonder not, ye have loſt. 
Row. If this be true, I grant it. 
Tra. Tis moſt certain, 
There's a Ring for you too, you know it. 
Row. Yes. 
Tra. When ſhall I have my Mony? 
Row. Stay ye, ſtay ye, 
When ſhall I marry her? 
Tra. To Night. 
Row, Take heed now 
You do nor trifle me; if you do, 
You'll find more Payment, than your Mony comes to: 
Come ſwear; I know l am a Man, and find 
1 may deceive my felt; {wear faithfully, 
Swear me directly, am | Rowland? 
Tra. Yes. 
Row. Am I awake? 
Tra. Ye are. 
Row. Am I in Health? 
Tra. As far as I conceive. 
Row, Was I with Livia? | 
Tra. You were, and had this Contract. 
Row. And ſhall I enjoy her? 
7ra. Yes, if ye dare. 
1 Rom. Swear to all theſe. 
[| Tra. I will. | 
| Row, As thou art Honeſt, as thou haſt a Conſcience, 
As that may wring thee if thou lieſt; all theſe 
To be no Viſion, but a Truth, and ſerious. 
Tra. Then by my Honeſty, and Faith, and Conſcience; 
. All this is certain. 2 
: Row. Ler's remove our places. 
| Swear it again. 
I Tra. By tis true. 
_ Rom. I have loſt then, and Heav'n knows lam glad on't. 
| | Let's go, and tell me all, and tell me how, 
F For yet | am a Pagan in it. 


%% r 


Tra. lhave a Prieſt too, 


And all ſhall come as even as two Teſters, Exeumt. 
SCENE 
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S G w. 


Enter Petronius, Sophocles, Moroſo, aud Petru- 
chio born in a Ciffin, 
Petro. Set down the Body, and one call her out. 
Enter Maria in black, and Jaques, 
You are welcome to the laſt caſt of your Fortunes 
There lies your Husband ; there, your loving Husband, 
There he that was Petruchio, too good for ye 
Your ſtubborn and unworthy way has kill'd him 
E'er he could reach the Sea; if ye can weep, 
Now ye have cauſc begin, and after Death 
Do ſomething yet to th' World, to think ye honeſt, 
So many Tears had ſav'd him, ſhed in time; 
And as they are (ſo a good Mind go with 'em) 
Yet they may move Compaſſion. 
Mar. Pray ye all hear me, 
And judge me as I am, not as you covet, 
For that would niake me yet more miſerable: 
Tis true, I have cauſe to grieve, and mighty cauſe; 
And truly and unfeignedly I weep it. 
Soph. 1 ſee there's ſome good Nature yet left in her. 
Mar. But what's the cauſe? Miſtake me not, not this 
As he is dead, | weep for; Heav'ndefend it, (Man, 
I never was ſo Childiſh : Bur his Life, 
His poor unmanly, wretched, fooliſh Life, 
Is that my full Eyes pity, there's my Mourning. 
Petro. Doſt thou not ſhame ? 
Mar. 1 do, and even to Water, 
Tothink what this Man was, to think how ſimple, 
How far below a Man, how far from Reaſon, 
From common Underſtanding, and all Gentry, 
W hile he was living here he walk'd amongſt us. 
He had a happy turn he died; El tell ye, 
Theſe are the wants I weep for, not his Perſon; 
The memory of this Man, had he liv'd 
But two years longer, had begot more Follies, 
Than wealthy Autumn Flies. Bur let him reſt, 
He was a Fool, and 8 + not pitied, * 
7M 3 
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Imean in way of Life, or Action 
By any underſtanding Man that's honeſt; 
But only in's Poſterity, which I, 
Out of the fear his Ruins might out- live him, 
In ſome bad iſſue, like a careful Woman, 
Like one indeed, born only to preſerve him, 
Deny'd him means to raiſe. 

Petru. Unbutton me, 
[ die indeed elſe. Oh Maria, 
Oh my Unhappinels, my Miſery. 


Petro. Go to him, Whore; if he periſh, 
IIl fee thee hang'd my felt. 
Petru. Why, why, Maria? | (me; 


Mar. I have done my worſt, and have my end, ſorgive 
From this hour make me what you pleaſe, I have tam'd ye, 
And now am vow'd your Servant: Look not ſtrangely, 
Nor fear what I ſay to you. Dare you kiſs me? 

Thus I begin my new Love. 

Fetru. Once again? 

Mar. With all my Heart. 

Petru. Once again, Maria: 

Oh Gentlemen, I know not where I am. 

Soße h. Get ye to Bed then, there you'll quickly know, Sir. 

Ferry, Never no more your old tricks? | 

Mar. Never, Sir. 
Petru. You ſhall not need, for as | have a Faith 
No cauſe ſhall give occaſion. 

Mar. As I am honeſt, 
And as I am a Maid yet, all my Life 
From this hour, ſince ye make fo free profeſſion, 
I dedicare in Service to your Pleaſure. - 

Soph. Ay marry, this goes roundly off. 

Petru. Go Faques, 

Ger all the beſt Meat may be bought for Mony, 
And let the Hogſheads Blood, I am born again: 
Well little England, when I ſee a Husband 
Of any other Nation, ſtern or jealous, 

I'll with him but a Woman of thy breeding; 
And if he have not Butter to his Bread, 

Till his Teeth bleed, I'll never truſt my Travel. 


Enter 
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Enter Rowland, Livia, Biancha, and Tranio. 

Petro. What have we here? 

Rom. Another Morris, Sir, 

That you muſt Pipe to. 

Tra. A poor married Couple 
Deſire an Offering, Sir. 

Bia. Never frown at it, | 
You cannot mend it now; there's your own Hand, 
And your's Aoroſo, to confirm the Bargain. 

Petro. My Hand? 

Mor. Or mine? 

Bia. You'll find it ſo. 

Petro. A trick, 

By a trick, 

Bia. Ves Sir, we trick'd ye. 

Liv. Father. | 

Petro. Haſt thou lain with him? Speak? 

Liv. Ves truly, Sir. 

Petro. And haſt thou done the Deed, Boy? 

Rom. I have, Sir, 

That, that will ſerye the turn, I think. 
Petru, A Match then, 
Il] be the Maker up of this: Aoroſo, 
There's now no remedy you ſee, be willing ; 
For be, or be not, he muſt have the Wench. 

Mor. Since I am over-reach'd, let's in to Dinner, 
And if I can, I'll drink't away. 

Tra. That's well faid. 

Petro. Well Sirrah, you have plaid a trick, look to't, 
And let me be a Grandfire within's twelve-month, 
Or by this Hand, P11 curtail half your Fortunes. 

Row. There ſhall not want my Labour, Sir; your Mony, 
Here's one has undertaken. | 

Tra. Well, I'll truſt her, 

And glad I have ſo good a pawn. 

Row. I'll watch ye. 

Petru. Let's in, and drink of all Hands, and be jovial: 
I have my Colt again, and now ſhe carries; | 
And Gentlemen, whoever marries next, 


Let him be ſure to keep him to his Text F Exeunt. 
| TY i E PI- 
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EPILOGUE. 


HE Tamer's Tam'd, but ſo, as nor the 
Men vg 

Can find one juſt Cauſe to complain of, when 
They fitly do conſider in their Lives, - 
They ſhould not reign as Tyrauts o er their Wives. 
Nor can the Women, from this Preſident, 
Inſult, or triumph; it being aptly meant, 
To teach both Sexes due Equality; 
And as they ſtand bound, to love mutually. 
If this Effect ariſing from a Cauſe 
Well laid, and grounded, may deſerve Applauſe, 
We ſomething more than hope, our honeſt Ends 
Will keep the Men, and Women too, our Friends. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Z Ing of Sidore, an Iſland. 

King f 1 Suitors to the Princeſs Quiſara. 

Governor of Terna, an Hand. An ill Man, 

Ruy Dias, a Captain of Portugal, alſo Suitor to the Prin- 
ceſs. | 1 

Piniero, Nephew to Ruy Dias, a merry Captain. 

Chriſtophero, rn 

Saks. ers, riends ro Piniero. 

A jr? a noble daring Portugueze, in love with the 
Princeſs. 

Soza, Nee to Armuſia, and his valiant 

Emanuel, Followers, | 

Keeper. 

Moors. 

Guard. 

Captain. 

Citizens. 

Townſmen. 


WOMEN. 


Quiſara, the INand Princeſs, Siſter to the King of Sidore. 
Quiſana, Aunt to the Princeſs, 

Panura, Waiting-woman to the Princeſs Quiſara. 
Citizens Wives. 


SCENE INDIA. 


T HE 


»- 4. 


THE 


ISLAND PRINCESS. 


AS 4 SCENE I. 
A Bell Rings. 


NN TO IEMA 
CUE EE 


INDIE Err nr aunty 


Enter Piniero, Chriſtophero, and Pedro. 


PINIERO. 


enthe Ports, and.ſec the Watch reliev'd, 
And let the Guards be careful of their 

Buſineſs, 

Their vigilant Eyes fixt on theſe Iſlanders, 

They are falſe and deſperate People, when 
they find | 

The leaſt occaſion open to Encouragement, 

Cruel, and crafty Souls; believe me Gentlemen, 

Their late Attempt, which is too freſh amongſt us, 

In which, againſt all Arins and Honeſty, 

The Governor of Terna made ſurprize 

Of our Confederate, the King of Sidore, 

As for his Recreation he was rowing 

Between both Lands, bids us be wile and circumſpect. 
Chriſt. It was a miſchief ſuddenly imagin d, 

And as ſoon done; that Governor's a fierce Knave, 

Unfaithful as he is fierce too, there's no truſting; 

But I wonder much, how ſuch poor and baſe Pleaſures, 

As tugging at an Oar, or skill in Stcerage, | 

Should become Princes. 


Fin, 


{ 
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Pin. Baſe Breedings, love baſe Pleaſure ; 
They take as much Delight in a Baratto, 
A little ſcurvy Boat to row her tightly, 
And have the Art to turn and wind her nimbly, 
Think it as noble too, though it be {laviſh, 
And a dull labour that declines a Gentleman 
As we Portugals, or the Spaniards do in riding, 
In managing a great Horſe, which s princely ; 
The French in Courtſhip, or the dancing Engliſ 
In carrying a fair Preſence. 

Ped. He was ſtrangely taken; 
But where no Faith is, there's no T'raft : he has paid fort; 
His Siſter yet, the fair and great Quiſara, 
Has ſhew'd a noble Mind, and much love in't 
To her afflicted Brother, andthe nobler itill it appears, 
And Scalons of more Tenderneſs, becauſe his Ruin ftiles 
And his Impriſonment adds to her Profit. (her Abſolute, 
Feeling all this, which makes all Men admire her, 
The warm Beams of this Fortune that fail on her, 
Yet has ſhe made divers and noble Treaties, 
And Propoſitions for her Brother's Freedom, 
It Wealth or Honour 

Pin. Peace, Peace, you are fool'd, Sir; 
Things of theſe Natures have ſtrange Outſides, Pedro, 
And cunning Shadows, ſet 'em far from us, 
Draw em but near, they are groſs, and they abuſe us; 
They that obſerve her cloſe, ſhall find her Nature, 
W hich I doubt mainly will not prove ſo excellent; 
She is a Princeſs, and ſhe muſt be fair, 
That's the Prerogative of being Royal: 
Let her want Eyes and Noſe, ſhe muſt be Beauteous, 
And ſhe muſt know it too, and the uſe of it, 
And People muſt believe ir, they are damn'd elſe; 
W hy, all our Neighbour Princes are mad for her. 

Chriſt. Is ſhe not fair then? 

Pin. But her hopes are fairer, 
And there's a haaghty Maſter, the King of Bakan, 
'Thar lofty Sir, that ſpeaks far more and louder, 
In his own Commendations, than a Cannon; 
He is {trucken dumb. with her. s: 57) 


Ped. 
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Ped. Beſhrew me ſhe is a ſweet one. 

Pin. And there's that hopetul Man of Syana, 
That ſprightly Fellow, kc that's wiſe and temperate, 
He is a Lover too. 

Chriſt. Wou' d 1 were worth her looking 
For; by my Life I hold her a compleat one, 

The very Sun I think affects her ſweetneſs, 
And dares not, as he does to all elſe, dye it 
Into his tauny Livery. 
pen. She dares nor fee im, 
But keeps her ſelf at diſtancc from his Kiſſes, 
And her Complexion in a Cale ; let him but like it 

A week, or two, or three, the would look like a Lion; 

But the main {port on't is, or rather wonder, 

The Governour of Ternata, her mortal Enemy, 

He that has catcht her Brother King, is ſtruck too, 

And is arriv'd under fate Conduct alſo, 

And Hoſtages of worth delivered for him; 

And he brought a Letter from his Priſoner, 

Whether compell'd, or willingly delivered 

From the poor King, or what clſe dare be in't. 

Chriſt. So it be honourable, any thing, 'tis all one, 

For 1 dare think the ll do the beſt. 

Pin. Tis certain 

He has Admittance, and ſollicits hourly, 

Now if he have the Trick 
Ped. What Trick? 
Pin. The true one, 

To take her too, if he be but skilFd in Bat-fowling, 

And lime his Buſh right. 

Chriſt. I'll be hang'd when that hits, 

For tis not a compell'd or forc'd Affection 

That muſt take her, I gueſs her ftout and virtuous : 

But where's your Uncle, Sir, our valiant Captain, 

The brave Ry Dias, all this while? 

Pin. Ay marry. 

He is amongſt *em too. 
Ped. A Lover. 

Pin, Nay, 


I know not that, but ſince he ſtands in Fayour, 
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Or would ſtand ſtifly, he is no Portugal elſc. 

Chrift. 'The Voice ſays in good favour, in the Lift too 
Ot the privy Wooers, how cunningly of late 
I have obſerv'd him, and how privately 
He has ſtolen at all Hours from us, and how readily 
He has feign'd a Buſineſs to bid the Fort farewel 
For five or fix Days, or a Month together; 

Sure there is ſomething 

Pin, Yes, yes, there is a thing in't, 

A thing would make the beſt on's all dance after it ; 
A dainty thing; Lord how this Uncle of mine 

Has read to me, and rated me for Wenching, 

And told me in what deſperate caſe 'twould leave me, 
And how *twould ſtew my Bones. 

Ped. You car'd not for it. 

Pin. Vtaith not much, I ventur'd on ſtill cafily, 
And took my Chance, danger is a Soldier's Honour 
But that this Man, this Herb of Grace, Ruy Dias, 
This Father of our Faculties, ſhould flip thus, 

For ſure he is a ferreting, that he 

That would drink nothing, to depreſs the Spirit, 
But Milk and Water, cat nothing but thin Air 
To make his Blood obedient, that his Vouth, 
In ſpight of all his Temperance, ſhould tickle, 
And have a Love- mange on him. 

Chriſt. Tis in him, Sir, | | 
But honourable Courtſhip, and becomes his Rank too. 

Pin; In me *rwere abominable Leachery, or would be, 
For when our Thoughts are on't, and miſs their level, 
We muſt hit ſomething. 

Ped. Well, he's a noble Gentleman, 

And if he be a Suitor, may he ſpeed in't. 

Pin, Let him alone, our Family ne'er fail'd yet. 
Chriſt, Our mad Lieutenant till, merry Piniero. 
Thus wou'd he do, if the Surgeon were ſearching of him. 

Fed. Eſpecially if a warm Wench had ſhot him. 

Pin. But hark Chriſtophero z come hither Pedro; 
W hen ſaw you our brave Country-man Armrſia ? 
He that's arriv'd here lately, and his Gallants ? 


A goodly Fellow, and a braye Companion i 
Methinks 
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Methinks he is, and no doubt truly valiant, 
For he that dares come hither, dares fight any where. 
Cbriſt. I ſaw him not of late; a ſober Gentleman 
I am ure he is, and no doubt bravely Sprung, 
And promiſes much Nobleneſs. 
Pin, 1 love him, 
And by my Troth wou'd fain be inward with him; 
Pray let's go ſeek him. 
Fed. We'll attend you, Sir. 
Pin. By that time we ſhall hear the burſt of Buſineſ, 
[ Exeunt. 
Enter Ruy Dias, Quiſara, Quiſana and Panura. 
Quiſar. Aunt, I much thank you for your Courteſie, 
And the fair Liberty you {till allow me, 
Both of your Houſe and Service: Though I be 
A Princeſs, and by that Prerogative ſtand free 
From the poor malice of Opinion, 
And no ways bound to render up my Actions, 
Becauſe no Power above me can examine me ; 
Yet my dear Brother being ſtill a Priſoner, 
And many wandring Eyes upon my ways, 
Being left alone a Sea-mark, it behoves me 
To ule a little Caution, and be circumiſpect. 
Quiſan. You're wiſe and noble, Lady. 
Salle. Often Aunt 
I reſort hither, and privately to ſee you, 
It may be to converſe with ſome 1 favour 
I wou'd not have it known as oft, nor conſtru'd, 
It ſtands not with my care. 
Qui ſan. You ſpeak moſt f.irly, 
For even our pure Devotions are examin'd. 
Quiſar. So mad are Mens Minds now. 
Ruy. Or rather monſtrous ; (neſs. 
They are thick Dreams, bred in Fogs that know no fair- 
Duiſan., Madam, the Houle is yours, Fam yours, pray 
And at your Service all I have lies proſtrate ; (uſe me, 
My care ſhall ever be to yield ye Honour, 
And when your Fame falls here, tis my fault, Lady; 
A poor and ſimple Banquet I have provided, 
Which if you pleaſe to honour with your Preſence 


; Oriſar. 
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Quiſar. I thank ye Aunt, I ſhall be with you inſtantly, 


A few words with this Gentleman. 
Qui ſan. V1 leave ye, | 
And when you pleaſe retire, I'll wait upon you. 
[ Exeunt Quiſan. and Pan. 
Qui ſar. Why, how now Captain, what, afraid to ſpeak 
A Man of Arms, and daunted with a Lady? (to me? 
Commanders have the Power to parle with Princes. (me, 
Ruy. Madam, the Favours you have ſtill ſhowr'd on 
Which are ſo high above my means of Merit, 
So infinite, that nought can value em 
But their own Goodneſs, no Eyes look up to em 
Bur thoſe that are of equal Light and Luftre, 
Strike me thus mute : You are my royal Miſtreſs, 
And all my Services that aim at Honour, 
Take Lite from you, the Saint of my Devotions; 
Pardon my with, it is a fair Ambition, 
And well becomes the Man that honours you; 
I wou'd I were of Worth, of ſomething near you, 
Of ſuch a royal Piece, a King I wou'd be, 
A mighty King that might command Affection, 
And bring a Youth upon me might bewitch ye, 
And you a ſweet-ſoul'd Chriſtian. 
uiſar. Now you talk, Sir; 
You Portugals, though you be rugged Soldiers, 
Vet when you liſt to flatter, you are plain Courtiers ; 
And could you with me Chriſtian, brave Ruy Dias? 
Ruy. At all the danger of my Life, great Lady, 
* At all my hopes, at ali 
Qui ſar. Pray ye ſtay a little, 
To what end runs your with ? 
1 Ruy. O glorious Lady, 
That I mighr—— but I dare not ſpeak. 
4 Duiſar. I dare then, | . 
| That you might hope to marry me; nay bluſh not, 
. And honovr.ble end needs no excuſe; 
1 | And would you love me then? | 
= Ruy. My Soul not dearer. (way, 
| | Qui ſar. Do ſome brave thing that may entice me that 
Some thing of ſuch a meritorious Goodnels, FP 
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Of ſuch an unmatcht Nobleneſs, that I may know 
You have a Power beyond ours that preſerves you: 
Tis not the Perſon, nor the Royal Title, 
Nor Wealth, nor Glory, that I look upon, 
That inward Man I love thar's lin'd with Virtue, 
That well deſerving Soul works out a Favour ; 
I have many Princes Suiters, many great ones, 
Yer above theſe | love you, you are valiant, 
An active Man, able to build a Fortune; 
do not ſay I dote, nor mean to Marry, 
Only the hope is, ſomething may be done, 
That may compel my Faith, and ask my Freedom, 
And leave Opinion fair, 
Command, dear Lady, | 
And letthe Danger be as deep as Hell, 
As direful to attempt — 
Quiſar. You're too ſudden, 
I muſt be rul'd by you, find out a Fortune 
Wiſely, and handſomely, examine Time, 
And court Occaſion that ſhe may be ready z 
A thouſand uſes for your forward Spirit 
Ye may find daily, be ſure ye take a good one, 
A brave and worthy one that may advance ye, 
Forc'd Smiles reward poor Dangers; you arc a Soldier, 
I wou'd not talk ſo elſe, and J love a Soldier, 
And that that ſpeaks him true, and great, his Valour; 
Yet for all theſe, which are but Womens Follics, 
You may do what you pleaſe, I ſhall ſtill know ye, 
And though ye wear no Sword. | 
Ruy. Excellent Lady, 
When I grow ſo cold, and diſgrace my Nation, 
That from their hardy Nurſes fuck Adventures, 
"T were fic I wore a Tombſtone ; you have read to me 
The ſtory of your Favour, if I miſtake it, 
Or grow a Truant in the ſtudy of it, 
A great correction, Lady 
Quiſar. Let's to th* Banquet, 
And have ſome merry talk, and then to Court, 
Where I give audience to my general Suiters; 
Pray Heav'n my Woman's Wit Fold z there braveCa; tain, 
Vor. VI. M You 
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You may perchance meet ſomething that may ſtartle ye; 
VIl tay no more, come be not {ad — 


I love ye. [Exenun, 
Enter Piniero, Armuſia, Soza, Chriſtophero, 
— and Emanuel. (come, 


Pin. You are welcome Gentlemen, moſt worthy wel- 
And know there's nothing in our Power may ſerve ye, 
Burt you may freely challenge. 

Arm. Sir, we thank ye, 

And reſt your Servants too. 
Pin. Ye are worthy Portugals, 

You ſhew the Bravery of your Minds and Spirits; 

be Nature of our Country too, that brings forth 
Stirring, unwearied Souls to ſeek Adventures 
Minds never ſatisfied with ſearch of Honour: (men, 
Where time is, and the Sun gives light, brave Country- 
Our Names are known, new Worlds diſcloſe their Riches, 
Their Beauties, and their Prides to our Embraces; 
And we the firſt of Nations find theſe Wonders. 

Arm. Theſe noble Thoughts, Sir, have intic'd us for- 
And Minds unapt for eaſe to ſee theſe Miracles, (ward, 
In which we find Report a poor Relater; 

We are arriv'd among the bleſſed Iſlands, 

W here every Wind that riſes blows Perſumes, 

And every breath of Air is like an Incenſe - 

The treaſure of the Sun dwells here, each Tree 

As if it envied the old Paradice, 

Strives to bring forth immortal Fruit; the Spices 
Renewing Nature, though not deifying, 

And when thar falls by time, ſcorning the Earth, 

The ſullen Earth ſhould taint, or ſuck their Beauties, 
Bur as we dreamt, for ever ſo preſerve us: 

Nothing we ſee, but breeds an Admiration ; 

The very Rivers, as we float along, 

Throw up their Pearls, and curle their Heads to court us; 
The Bowets of the Earth fwell with the Births 

Of thouſand unknown Gems, and thouſand Riches; 
Nothing that bears a Life, but brings a Treaſure; 
The People they ſhew brave too, civil manner'd, 
Proportioned like the Maſters of great Minds; 


The 
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The Women, which I wonder at | 
Pin. We ſpeak well. | 
Arm. Of delicate Aſpects, fair, clearly Beauteous, 
And to that Admiration, ſweet and courteous. 


Pin. And is not that a good thing? Brave Armuſia, 
You never ſaw the Court before? 


Arm. No certain, 
But that I ſee a wonder too, all excellent, 
The Government exact. | 

Chriſt. Ye ſhall ſee anon, 
That that will make ye ſtart indeed, ſuch Beauties, 
Such Riches, and ſuch Form. 

Enter Bakam, Siana, and Goyernor. 

Sa. We are Fire already; 
The wealthy Magazine of Nature ſure 
Inhabits here. 

Arm. Theſe ſure are all Iſlanders. | 
Pin. Ves, and great Princes too, and luſty Lovers. 
= Am. They are goodly Perſons ; what might he be, Sig- 
W That bears ſo proud a State? (nior, 
| Pin, King of Bakam, 
| 


A Fellow that farts Terror. 
Eman. He looks bighly, | 
| Sure he was begot o' th* top of a Steeple. 
Chriſt, It may well be, 
For you ſhall hear him ring anon. 
Pin. That is Siana, | EP | 
And a brave temper'd Fellow, and more Valiant. 
Sa. What rugged Face is that? 
Pin. That's the great Governor, 
The Man ſurpriz d our Friend, I told ye of him. 
Arm. Has dangerous Eyes. | 
Pin, A perilous Thief, and ſubtle. 
Chriſt. And to that ſubtilty a Heart of Iron. 
Fin. Yet the young Lady makes it melt. 
Arm. They ſtart all, 
ind thunder in the Eyes. 
Bak. Away ye poor ones, 
am in competition with ſuch Bubbles?  _ 
ly Virtue, and my Name rank'd with fuch Triftes?. 
WS | Sie. 
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Sia. Ve ſpeak loud. 

Bakam. Young Man, I will ſpeak louder ; 
Can any Man but I deſerve her Favour, 

You petty Princes ? 

Pin, He will put Fo all in's Pocket. 

Sia. Thou proud mad thing, be not ſo full of 
So full of . 0 _— 

Bakam. How? I contemn thee, 

And that Fort-keeping Fellow. 

Pin. How the Dog looks, 
The bandog Governor? 

Gov, Ha, Why? 

Bakam. Away thing, | 
And keep yourRank with thoſe that fit your Royalty; 
Ca'l out the Princeſs. 

Gov, Doſt thou know me, Bladder, 

Thou inſolent Impoſtume ? 

Bakam. I deſpiſe thee. 

Gov. Art thou acquainted with my Nature, Bady ? 
With my revenge for Injuries? Dar'it thou hold me 
So far behind thy file, I cannot reach thee? 

What canſt thou merit? 
Bakam. Merit? Jam above it; 
I am equal with all Honours, all Atchievements, 
And what is great and worthy the beſt Doer 
I keep at my command, Fortune's my Servant, 
"Tis in my Power now to deſpiſe ſuch Wretches, 
To look upon ye lightly, and neglect ye, 
And bur ſhe daines at ſome hours to remember ye, 
And People have beſtowed ſome Titles on ye, 
I ſhould forget your Names 

Sia. Mercy of me; 
What a blown Fool has ſelf Affection 
Made of this Fellow? Did not the Queen your Mother 
Long for Bellows, and Bagpipes, when ſhe was great with 
Stake forth ſuch a windy Birth ? (ye, 

Gov. *Tis ten to one | 
She cat a Drum, and was deliver'd of Alarum, 

Or elſe he was ſwadled in an old Sail when he was young. 

Sia. He ſwells too mainly with his Meditatiom; ruck 

all 
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Faith, talk a little handſomer, ride ſoftly 
That we may be able to hold way with ye, we are Princes, 
But thoſe are but poor things to you; talk wiſer, 
Twill well become your Mightineſs; talk leſs, 
That Men may think ye can do more. 
Gov. Talk Truth, 
That Men may think ye are honeſt, and believe ye, 
Or talk your ſelf aſleep, for I am weary of you. 
Bakam. Why? I can talk and do. 
Grv. That would do excellent. 
Bakam, And tell you, only I deſerve the Princeſs, 
And make good only I, if you dare, you Sir, 
Or you Signa's Prince. 
Pin. Here's a Storm toward, 
Methinks it ſings already; to him, Governor. 
Gov. Here lies my Proof. [ Draw. 
Sia. And mine. 
Gov. I Il be ſnort with ye, 
For theſe long Arguments 1 was never good at. 
Pin. How white the Boaſter looks? 
Enter Ruy Dias, Quiſara, Quiſana, and Panura. 
Arm. | ſee he lacks Faith. 
Ruy. For ſhame forbear great Princes, rule your Angers, 
You vio'ate the Freedom of this Place, 
The State and Royalty — 
Gov. He's well contented 
It ſeems, and ſo 1 have done. 
Arm. 1s this ſhe, Signior ? 
Pin. This is the Princeſs, Sir. 
Arm. She is ſweet and goodly, 
An admirable Form, they have cauſe to juſtle. 
Qui ſar. Ye wrong me and myCourt, ye forward Princes; 
Comes your Love wrapt in Violence to ſeek vs? 
Is'r fit, though you be great, my Preſence ſhould he 
Stain'd, and polluted with your bloody Rages? 
My Privacies affrighted with your Swords? 
He that loves me, loves my command; be temper'd, 
Or be no more what ye profeſs, my Servants. 
Omnet. We are calm as Peace. = 
Arm. What Command ſhe carries? 
_—_ And 


' 
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And what a ſparkling vigjelty flies from her? 
Qui ſar. Is it ye love to do? Ye ſhall find danger 
And danger that ſhall ſtart your Reſolutions, f 
But not this way; tis not contention, 
Who loves me to my Face beſt, or who can flatter moſt 
Can carry me; he that deſerves my Favour, a 
And will enjoy what I bring, Love and Majeſty, 
Muſt win me with his worth; muſt travel for me, 
Muſt put his haſty Rage off, and put on 
A well confirm'd, a temperate, and true Valour. 
Onmes. But ſhew the way. 
Duiſar. And will, and then ſhew you 
A Will to tread the way, Ill ſay ye are worthy. 
Pin. What Task now 
Will ſhe turn 'em to? Theſe hot Youths 
I fear will find a cooling Card, I read in her Eyes 
Something that has ſome ſwinge muſt fly amongſt' em; 
By this Hand I love her a little now. 
Qui ſar. Tis not unknown to you 
I had a royal Brother, now miſerable, 
And Priſoner to that Man; if I were Ambitious, 
Gap'd for that Glory was ne'er born with me, 
There he ſhould lie his Miſeries upon him: 
If I were covetous, and my Heart ſet ; 
On Riches, and thoſe baſe Effects that follow 
On Pleaſures uncontroul'd, or ſafe Revenges, 
There he ſhould die, his Death will give me all theſe; 
. For then ſtood I up abſolute to do all; 
Vet all theſe flattering ſhews of Dignity, 
Thoſe golden dreams of Greatneſs cannot force 
To forget Nature and my fair Affection. 
Therefore that Man that would be known my Lover, 
Muſt be known his Redeemer, and muſt bring him 
Either alive or dead to my Embraces, | 
For even his Bones I ſcorn ſhall feel ſuch Slavery, 
Or ſeek another Miſtreſs ; *rwill be hard 
To do this, wondrous hard, a great Adventure, 
Fit for a Spirit of an equal Greatneſs; | 
But being done, the Reward is worthy of it. 
Chriſt. How they ſtand gaping all? 


Nile. 
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Quiſar. Ruy Dias cold? 

Not fly like Fire into it? May be you doubt me, 
He that ſhall do this is my Husband Prince; 

By the bright Heav'ns he is, by whoſe jultice 

I openly proclaim it; if I lie, 

Or ſeek to ſet you on with ſubtilty, 

Let that meet with me, and reward my Falſhood. 
No ſtirring yet, no ſtart into a bravery ? 

Ruy Madam, it may be, but being a main danger, 
Your Grace muſt give me leave to look about me, 
And take a little time, the Cauſe will ask it. 

Great Acts require great Counſels. 

Cuiſar. Take your Pleaſure, 
| fear the Portugal. | 

Bakam. I'll raiſe an Army 
That ſhall bring back this Iſland, Fort and all, 
And fix it here, 

Gov. How long will this be doing? 

You ſhould have begun in your Grandfather's Days, 

Sia. What may be, 

And what my Power can promiſe, nobleſt Lady, 
My Will !] am ſure ſtands fair. | 

Qui ſſar. Fair be your Fortune, 

Few Promiſes are beſt, and fair Performance. 

Gov. Theſe cannot do, 

Their Power and Arts are weak ones. 

'Tis in my Will, I have this King your Brother, 
He is my Priſoner, I accept your Proffer, 

And bleſs the fair Occaſion that atchiev'd him: 
love ye, and I honour ye; but ſpeak, 
Whether alive or dead he ſhall be rendred, 

And ſee how readily, how in an inſtant, 
Quick as your Wiſhes, Lady- 

Quiſar. No, I ſcorn ye, | 
You and your Courteſie; I hate your Love, Sir; 
And e' er I would fo baſely win his Liberty, 

I would ſtudy to forget he was my Brother; 
By force he was taken; he that ſhall enjoy me, 
Shall fetch him back by force, or never know me. 


Pin, As I live, a rare Wench. 
M 4 * 
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Arm. She has a noble Spirit. 
Gov. By force? 
Qui ſar. Yes Sir, by force, and make you glad too 
To ler him go. 
Gov. How? You may look nobler on me, 
And think me no ſuch Boy; by force he muſt not, 
For vour Love much may be, 
Qui ſur. Put up your Paſſion, 
And pack ye home; | ſay, by Force, and ſuddenly, 
He lies there till he rots elſe, although I love him 
Moft tenderly and dearly, as a Brother, 
And out of theſe reſpects would joy to ſee him; 
Yet to receive him as thy Courteſie, 
With all the Honour thou couldſt add unto him 
From his Hands that moſt hate him, 1 had rather, 
Though no condition were propounded for him, 
See him far ſunk i' th' Earth, and there forget him. 
Pin. Your hopes are gelt, good Governor. 
Arm. A rare Woman. 
Gov. Lady, | 
I'll pull this Pride, Pl quench this Bravery, 
And turn your glorious ſcorn to tears and howlings 
Iwill, proud Princeſs; this neglect of me 
Shall make thy brother King moſt miſerable; 
Shall turn him into Curſes ' gainſt thy Cruelty : | 
For where before | us'd him! ke a King, $ 
And did thoſe Royal Offices unto him: þ 
Now he ſhall lie a {ad Jump in a Dungeon, 
Loaden with Chains and Fetters, Colds and Hunger, 
Darkneſs, and lingring Death for his Companions; 
And let me ſec who dare attempt his Reſcue, 
What deſperate Fool? Look toward it; farewel, 
And when thou know'ſt him thus, lament thy Follics, 
Nay I will make thee kneel to take my Offer: | 
Once more farewel, and put thy truſt in Puppits. | Exi-. 
Qui ſar. If none dare undertake it, III live a Mourner. 
Bakam. You cannot want. 
Sia. You muſt not. 
Ny. Tis moſt dangerous, | | 
And wiſe Men wou'd proceed with Care and Connie, - 
| ct 
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Yet ſome way would I k new. 
Walk with me, Gentlemen - 
Manent, Armuſia, and his Companions. 
Arm. How do you like her Spirit? 
Sora. Tis a clear one, 
Clog'd with no dirty ſtuff, ſhe is all pure Honour. 
Ema. The braveſt Wench Jever look'd upon, 
And of the ſtrongeſt parts, ſhe is moſt fair, 
Yet her Mind ſuch a Mirrour— 
Arm. What an Action 
Wou'd this be to put forward on, what a Glory, 
And what an everlaſting Wealth to end it ? 
Methinks my Soul is ſtrangely rais'd. 
$za, To ſtep into it, 
Juſt while they think, and e' er they have determir'd, 
To bring the King off. 
Arm. Things have been done as dangerous. 
Ema. And proſper'd beſt, when they were leaſt conſi- 
Arm. Bleſs me my hopes, (der'd. 
And you my Friends aſſiſt me. 
None but our Companions. 
Soz. You deal wiſely, 
And if we ſhrink, the name of Slaves die with us. 
Ema. Stay not for ſecond Thoughts, 
Arm, I am determin'd 
And though loſe, it ſhall be ſung, I was valiant, 
And my brave Offer ſhall be turn'd to Story, 
Worthy the Princeſs Tongue. A Boat, that's all 
That's unprovided, and Habits like ro Merchants, 
The reſt we'll councel as we go. 
Soza. Away then, | 
Fortune looks fair on thoſe, make haſte to win her. 


[Exeunt 


[ Exennt. 


— 


a 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


Enter Keeper, and two or three Moors, 


Keep. I Have kept many a Man, and many a great one, 
I Yet I confeſs, I never ſay before . 


A 
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A Man of ſuch a ſufferance; he lies now (him 
Where I would not lay my Dog, for ſure twould kill 
Where neither light or comfort can come near him; 
Nor Air, nor Earth that's wholſome; it grieves me 
To ſee a 9 * King with all his Glory, 
Sunk o'th' ſudden to the bottom of a Dungeon. 
Whether ſhould we deſcend that are poor Raſcals, 
If we had our Deſerts ? 

Moor. Tis a ſtrange wonder, 
Load him with Irons, oppreſs him with Contempts, 
W hich are the Governor's commands, give him nothing, 
Or ſo little, to ſuſtain Life, tis next nothing; 
They ſtir not him, he ſmiles upon his Miſeries, 
And bears *em with ſuch ſtrength, as if his Nature 
Had been nurs'd up, and foſter'd with Calamities. 

2 Moor. He gives no ill words, curſes, nor repines not, 
Blames nothing, hopes in nothing, we can hear of ; 
And in the midſt of all theſe frights, fears nothing. 

Keep. I'll be ſworn | 
He fears not, for even when I ſhake for him, 

As many times my Pity will compel me, 

When other Souls, that bear not half his Burthen, 
Shrink in their Powers, and burſt with their Oppreſſions; 
Then will he ſing, wooe his Afflictions, 

And court 'em in ſad Airs, as if he wou'd wed 'em. 

1 Moor. That's more than we have heard yer, we are 
Appointed for his Guard, but not ſo near him, (only 
If we could hear that wonder | 

Keep. Many times 
I fear the Governor ſhould come to know ir 
For his Voice ſo affects me, ſo delights me, 

That when I find his hour, I have Muſick ready, 

And it ſtirs me infinitely; be bur ſtill and private, 

And you may chance to hear. 

King appears loaden withChains,his Head and Arms only above. 

2 Mor. We will not ſtir, Sir; 

This is a ſudden change, but who dares blame it. 

Keep. Now hark and melt, for I am fure I ſhall 
Stand ſilent z what ftubborn weight of Chains 

1 Movy. Vet he looks temperately. 

N R 2 Mor. 
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2 Moor. His Eyes not ſunk, and his Complexion firm 
No wildneſs, no diftemper'd touch upon him, (ſtill, 
How conſtantly he ſmiles, and how undaunted? 

With what a Majeſty he heaves his Head up? [ Mufick. 
Keep. Now mark, l know he will ſing; do nor diſturb 

him. (Sir, 

Your allowance from the Governor, wou'd it were more, 

Or in my power to make it handſomer. 

King. Do not tranſgreſs thy charge, I take his Bounty, 
And Fortune, whilſt | bear a Mind contented, Fore 
Not leaven'd with the Glory I am fallen from, 

Nor hang upon vain hopes, that may corrupt me. 

Enter Governor, 

Gov. Thou art my Slave, and I appear above thee. 

Keep. The Governor himſelf. 

Gov. W hat, at your Banquet? 

And in ſuch State, and with ſuch change of Service? 
King. Nature's no Glutton, Sir, a little ſerves her. 
Gov. This Diet's wholſome then. 

King. I beg no better. 

Gov, A calm contented Mind, give him leſs next; 
Theſe full Meals will oppreſs his Health, his Grace 
Is of a tender and pure Conſtitution, 

And ſuch Repletions 
King. Mock, mock, it moves not me, Sir, 

Thy Mirths, as do thy Miſchiefs, fly behind me. 

Gov. Ye carry it handſomely, but tell me Patience, 
Do not you curſe the brave and royal Lady, 

Your gracious Siſter? do not you damn her Pity, 

Damn twenty times a Day, and damn it ſeriouſly ? 

Do not you (weir aloud too, cry and kick? 

The very Soul ſweat in thee with the Agony 

Of her contempt of me? Couldſt not thou cat her 

For being ſo injurious to thy Fortune, 

Thy fair and happy Fortune? Couldſt not thou wiſh her 

A Baſtard, or a W hore, Fame might proclaim her; 

Black ugly Fame, or that thou hadſt had no Siſter ? 

Spitting the general Name out, and the Nature; 

Blaſpheming Heav'n for making ſuch a miſchief; 

For giving Power to Pride, and Will to Woman? 


King. 
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King. No Tyrant, no, I bleſs and love her for it; 
And though her ſcorn of thee, had laid up for me 
As many Plagues as the corrupted Air breeds, 

As many Miſchiefs as the Hours have Minutes, 

As many forms of Death, as Doubt can figure; 

Yet I ſhould love more ſtill, and more honour her; 

All thou canſtlay upon me, cannot bend me, 

No, not the ſtroke of Death, that I deſpiſe too: 

For if Fear could poſſeſs me, thou hadſt won me; 

As little from this hour I prize thy Flatteries, 

And leſs than thoſe thy Prayers, though thou would's 

And if ſhe be not Miſtreſs of this Nature, (kneel to me; 

She is none of mine, no kin, and I contemn her. 

Gov. Are you ſo valiant, Sir? 

King. Yes, and ſo fortunate; 

For he that holds his Conſtancy ſtill conquers; 

Hadſt thou preſerv'd me as a noble Enemy, 

And as at firſt, made my Reſtraint ſeem to me 

But only as the ſhadow of Captivity, 

J had ſtill ſpoke thee noble, ſtill declard thee 

A valiant, great, and worthy Man, {till lov'd thee, 

And ſtill prefer'd o fair Love to my Siſter; 

Bur to compel this from me with a Miſery, 

A moſt inhumane, and unhandſome Slavery 
Gov. You will relent for all this talk, I fear not, 

And put your Wits a-work again. 

King. You are cozen'd; 

Or if | were ſo weak to be wrought to it, 

So fearful to give way to ſo much Poverty, 

How I ſhould curſe her Heart, if ſhe conſented ? 
Gov. You ſhall write, and entreat, or 
King. Dothy utmoſt, 

And een in all thy Tortures Ill laugh at thec. 

T'll think thee no more valiant, but a Villain; 

| | Nothing thou haſt done brave, bur like a Thief, 

= Atchiev'd by craft, and kept by cruelty ; 

| Nothing thou canſt deſerve, thou art unhoneſt; 

if Nor no way live to build a Name, thou art Barbarous. 

1 Gov. Down with him low enough,there let him Murmur, 

= And ſec his Diet be ſo light and little, 
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He grow not thus high-hearted on't; I will cool ye, 
And make ye cry for mercy, and be ready 


To work my ends, and willingly; and your Siſter taken 


Your ſcornful, cruel Siſter, ſhall repent too 
And ſue to me for Grace. 
Give him no liberty, 
But let his Bands be doubled, his Eaſe leſſened ; 
Nothing his Heart deſires, but vex and torture him: 
Let him not ſleep, nothing that's dear to Nature 
Let him enjoy, yet take heed that he die not; 
Keep him as near Death, and as willing to embrace it, 
But ſee he arrive not at it; I will humble him, 
And her ſtout Heart that ſtands on ſuch Defiance; 
And let me ſee her Champions that dare venture b 
Her high and mighty wooers, keep your Guards cloſe; 
Andas you love your Lives be diligent, 
And what I charge, obſerve. 

Omnes. We ſhall be Dutiful. 


Gov. I'll pull your Courage King, and all your Bravery. 


: it Governor, 
1 Advor. Moſt certain he is reſolved, nothing can ſtir him; 


For if he had but any part about him 
Gave way to Fear or Hope, he durſt not talk thus, 
And do thus ſtoutly too, as willingly, 
And quierly be ſunk down to his Sorrows, 
As ſome Men do to their ſleeps. 
Keep. Yes, and ſleeps with em; 
So little he regards them, there's the wonder, 
And often ſoundly ſleeps; wou'd I durſt pity him, 


Or wou'd it were in my Will, but we are Servants, 
And tied unto command. 


2 Moor. I with him better, 
But much I fear h'as found his Tomb already, 
We muſt obſerve our Guards. 

1 door. He cannot laſt long, 
And when he is dead, he is free. 

Keep. That's the moſt cruelty, , 
bat we muſt keep him living. 
2 Moor, That's as he pleaſe; 


r that Man that reſolves, needs no Phyſician, ¶ Exeunt. 
| Enter 
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Enter Armuſia, Soza, and Emanuel like Merchants, 

4 | F arm'd underneath. 

m. Our proſperous Paſſage was an Omen to u 
A lucky and N far Ommen. 2 5 

Omnes. We believe it. (friend us, 

Arm. The Sea and Wind ſtrove who ſhould moſt be- 
And as they favour'd our deſign, and lov'd us, 
So lead us forth---W here lies the Boat that brought us? 

Soz. Safe lodg'd within the Reeds, cloſe by the Caſtle, 
That no Eye can ſuſpe&, nor Thought come near it. 

Em. But where have you been, brave Sir? 

Arm. | have broke the Ice, Boys, 

I have begun the Game, fair Fortune guide it; 

Suſpectleſs have I travell'd all the Town through, 

And in this Merchant's ſhape won much Acquamrance, 
Survey d each ſtrength and place that may befriend us, 

View'd all his Magazines, got perfect knowledge 

Of where the Priſon is, and what Power guards it. 
Sox. Theſe will be ſtrong Attempts. 

Arm. Courage is ſtrong; 

What we begun with Policy, my dear Friends, 
Let's end with manly force; there's no retiring, 
Unleſs it be with ſhame. 

Em. Shame his that hopes it. i 

Arm. Better a few, and clearer Fame wall follow us, 
However, loſe or win, and fpeak our Memories, 

Than if we led our Armies; things done thus, 
And of this noble weight, will ſtile us Worthies. 

Sox. Direct, and we have done, bring us to execute, 
And if we flinch, or fail — | 
Arm. | am ſure ye dare not. 

Then farther know, and let no Ear be near us, 
That may be falſe. 

Em. Speak boldly on, we are honeſt , 
Our Lives and Fortunes yours. 

Arm. Hard by the place then 
Where all his Treaſure lies, his Arms, his Women, 
Cloſe by the Priſon too where he keeps the King, 

I have hird a lodging, as a Trading Merchant, 
A Cellar to that too, to ftow my Wares in, 


The 
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The very Wall of which joins to his Store-houſe. 
Hz. What of all this? 
Arm. Ve are dull, if ye apprehend not; 
Into that Cellar, elected Friends, 1 have convey'd, 
And unſuſpected too, that that will do it; 
That that will make all ſhake, and ſmoak too. 
Em. Ha? ( Ctice 3 
Arm. My Thoughts have not been idle, nor my pra- 
The Fire I brought here with me ſhall do ſomething, 
Shall burſt into material Flames, and bright ones, 
That all the Iſland ſhall ſtand wondring at it, 
As if they had been ſtricken with a Comet; 
Powder is ready, and enough to work it, 
The Matck is left a- fire, all, all huſht, and lockt cloſe, 
No Man ſuſpecting what 1 am but Merchant: 
An hour hence, my brave Friends, look for the fury, 
The Fire to light us to our honour'd purpoſe, 
For by that time *twill take. 
Soz. What are our Duties? 
Arm. When all are full of fear and fright, the Governor 
Out of his Wits, to ſee the Flames ſo imperious, 
Ready to turn to Aſhes all he worſhips, 
And all the People there to ſtop cee Ruins, 
No Man regarding any private Office; 
Then flie we to the Priſon ſuddenly, 
Here's one has found the way, and dares direct us. 
Em. Then to our Swords and good Hearts, 
I long for it. 
Arm. Certain we ſhall not find much Oppoſition, 
But what is muſt be forced. 
Soz. Tis bravely caſt, Sir, 
And ſurely too, I hope. 
Arm. It the Fire fail nor, 
And Powder hold his Nature, ſome muſt preſen::ly 
Upon the firſt cry of th* amazed People, 
(For nothing will be markt then, but the Miſery) 
Be ready with the Boat upon an inſtant, | 
And then all's right and fair. - 
Em. Bleſs us dear Fortune. 
Arm, Let us be worthy of it in our Courage, FER 


— 
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And Fortune muſt befriend us; come, all ſever 
But keep ſtill within fight, when the flame riſes 
a * * 8 either do, or die. 5 
So be it. Ex 
Enter Governor, and Captain. . 
Gov. No Captain, for thoſe Troops we need em not 
The Town is ſtrong enough to ſtand their Furies; : 
] wou'd ſee them come, and offer to do ſomething. 
They are high in words. 
Capt. Tis ſafer, Sir, than doing. 
Gov. Doſt think they dare Attempt? 
2 2 May be by Treaty, ö 
But ſure by Force oy will not prove ſo froward. (enough, 
Gov. No Faith, I warrant thee, they know me well 
And know they have no Child in hand to play with: 
They know my Nature too, I have bit ſome of em, 
And to the Bones, they have reaſon to remember me, 
It-makes me laugh to think how glorious 
The Fools are in their Promiſes, and how pregnant 
Their Wits and Powers are to bring things to paſs; 
Arn I not grown lean with loſs of Sleep and Care 
To prevent theſe Threatnings, Captain? 
Capt. You look well, Sir: 
Upon my Conſcience you are not like to ſicken 
Uponany ſuch Congeit. 
G w¾. I hope I ſhall not: . 
Wel l, wou'd I had this Wench, for I muſt have her, 
Shennuſt be mine; and there's another charge, Captain; 
W hai; betwixt Love and Brawling I got nothing, 
All goes in Maintenance | 
Hark, What was that, [The Train takes, 
That noiſe there? It went with a violence. 
Capt. Some old Wall belike, Sir, 
Thar had no neighbour help to hold it up, 
Is Fallen ſuddenly. 
Gov. I muſt diſcard theſe Raſcals, 
That are notable to maintain their Buildings, + 
They blur' the beauty of the Town. 
Within, Fire, Fire, 


Gov, 
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Gov. J hear another tune, good Captain, 

It comes on freſher ſtill, tis loud and fearful; 

Look up into the Town, how bright the Air ſhews; 
Upon my Life ſome ſudden Fire. [Ex Cap. 
The Bell too? - : [ Bell Rings, 
hear the Noiſe more clear. | | | 

Enter Citizens, 


Cit, Fire, Fire. 
Gov. Where? Where? 
Cit. Suddenly taken in a Merchant's Houſe, Sir, 
Fearful and high it blazes; help, good People. 
Gov. Pox o their Paper-houſes, how they ſmother, 
They light like Candles, how the Roar {till riſes ? 
| Enter Captain. 
Capt. Your Magazine's a fire Sir, help, help ſuddenly, 
The Caſtle too is in danger, in much danger, 
All will be loſt, get the People preſently, 
And all that are your Guard, and all help, all Hands, Sir, 
Your Wealth, your Strength, is burnt elſe, the Town pe- 
The Caſtle now begins to flame. (riſhr ; 
Gov. My Soul ſhakes. (him, 
Cap. A Merchant's Houſe next joining? Shamelight on 
That ever ſuch a Neighbour, ſuch a Villain _ 
Gov. Raiſcall the Garriſon, and bring *em up, 
Enter other Citizens. 
And beat the People forward Oh TI have loſt all 
In one Houſe, all my hopes; good worthy Citizens 
Fo low me all, and all your Powers give to me, 
Iwill reward you all. Oh curſed Fortune Zens, 
The Flame's more violent; ariſe ſtill, help, help, Citi- 
Freedom and Wealth to him that helps; follow, oh follow. 
Fling Wine or any thing, I'll ſee't recompenc'd. | 
Buckets, more Buckets; Fire, Fire, Fire. | Ex. omnes. 
Enter Armuſia, and his Company. 
Arm. Let it flame on, a comely light it gives up 
To our Diſcovery. 
Soza. Hark, what a merry cry 
The'e Hounds make! Forward fairly, | 
Weare nor ſeen in the Miſt ; we are not noted. Away, 
Away. Now if we loſe our Fortune- —  [Ext. 
Vol. VI. N. Enter 
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And Fortune muſt befriend us ; come, all ſever 
But keep ftill within fight, when the flame riſes 
2 meet, 8 either do, or die. 
So be it. 
Enter Governor, and Captain. 3 
Gov. No Captain, for thoſe Troops we need em not 
The Town is ſtrong enough to ſtand their Furies; : 
] wou'd ſee them come, and offer to do ſomething. 
They are high in words. 
Capt. Tis ſafer, Sir, than doing. 
Gov. Doſt think they dare Attempt? 
Capt. May be by Treaty, | 
But ſure by Force they will not prove ſo froward. (enough, 
Gov. No Faith, I warrant thee, they know me well 
And know they have no Child in band to play with : 
They know my Nature too, I have bit ſome of em, 
And to the Bones, they have reaſon to remember me, 
It makes me laugh to think how glorious 
The Fools are in their Promiſes, and how pregnant 
T heir Wits and Powers are to bring things to paſs; 
Arn I not grown lean with loſs of Sleep and Care 
To prevent theſe Threatnings, Captain? 
Capt. You look well, Sir: 
Upon my Conſcience you are not like to ſicken 
Uponany ſuch Congeir. 
G W¾. I hope I ſhall not: ; 
Wel l, wou'd [ had this Wench, for I muſt have her, 
Shenmwſt be mine; and there's another charge, Captain; 
Whai; betwixt Love and Brawling I got nothing, 
All goes in Maintenance 
Hark, W hat was that, [The Train takes, 
That noiſe there? It went with a violence. 
Capt. Some old Wall belike, Sir, 
Thar had no neighbour help to hold it up, 
Is Fallen ſuddenly. 
Gov. I mult diſcard theſe Raſcals, 
That are notable to maintain their Buildings, 
They blur' the beauty of the Town. 
Within, Fire, Fire. | 
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Gov. I hear another tune, good Captain, 

It comes on freſher ſtill, tis loud and feartul ; 

Look up into the Town, how bright the Air ſhews 
Upon my Life ſome ſudden Fire. boy Cap. 
The Bell too? - [ Bell Rings, 
hear the Noiſe more clear. | | 

Enter Citizens, 


Cit, Fire, Fire. 
Gov, Where? Where? 
Cit. Suddenly taken in a Merchant's Houſe, Sir, 
Fearful and high it blazes; help, good People, 
Gov. Pox o their Paper-houſes, how they ſmother, 
They light like Candles, how the Roar {till riſes ? 
| Enter Captain. 
Capt. Your Magazine's a fire Sir, help, help ſuddenly, 
The Caſtle too is in danger, in much danger, 
All will be loſt, get the People preſently, 
And all that are your Guard, and all help, all Hands, Sir, 
Your Wealth, your Strength, is burnt elſe, the Town pe- 
The Caſtle now begins to flame. (riſht; 
Gov. My Soul ſhakes. (him, 
Cap. A Merchant's Houſe next joining? Shamelight on 
That ever ſuch a Neighbour, ſuch a Villain — 
Gov. Raiſe all the Garriſon, and bring 'em up, 
Enter other Citizens. 
And beat the People forward Oh I have loſt all 
In one Houſe, all my hopes; good worthy Citizens 
Fo low me all, and all your Powers give to me, 
I will reward you all. Oh curſed Fortune Zens, 
The Flame's more violent; ariſe ſtill, help, help, Citi» 
Freedom and Wealth to him that helps; follow, oh follow. 
Fling Wine or any thing, I'll ſee't recompenc'd. | 
Buckets, more Buckets; Fire, Fire, Fire. | Ex. omnes, 
Enter Armufin, and his Company. 
Arm. Let it flame on, a comely light it gives up 
To our Diſcovery. 
Soza. Hark, what a merry cry 
The'e Hounds make! Forward fairly, 


Away. Now if we loſe our Forrune- — Exit. 
Vol. VI. N Enter 


We are not ſeen in the Miſt ; we are not noted. Away, 


— % -— 
— 


<< — —ä——᷑—U— —— he 
„ 2 8 . " 
„ 
F — VS . 
— 7 f 


22 ems” — Aon ů 


- „ uy _ = 
* i 
_— = +» —-——_—_ 
— — 


— 
— 1 
— - _ - 
3 * 3 A's 
— —_ D — 


f 6 ——— 
_— a+ ea. —— wy Oo 


2 


— 
5 MM”; 
4 —— — 


* SEM LEE - MG THI 


; 930 The Iſland Princeſs. 


| Euter Captain and Citizens. 
Cap. Up Soldiers, up, and deal like Men. 
Cit, More Water, more Water, all is conſum'd elle. 
Cap. All's gone, unleſs you undertake it ftraight, your 
Wealth roo, that muſt preſerve, and pay your Labour 
Up, up, away. (bravely. 
| [ Ex. Cap. and Cit. Then, 
Enter Armuſia and his Companions breaking open 
a Door. 
Arm. $0, thou art open, keep the way clear 
Behind ſtill. Now for the place. 
Sold. *Tis here, Sir. 
Arm. Sure this is it. 
Force open the Door A miſerable Creature! 
Yet by his manly Face — [The King diſcover d. 
King. Why ſtare ye on me? 
Vou cannot put on Faces to affright me: 
In death I am a King ſtill, and contemn ye; 
Where is that Governor? Methinks his Man-hood 
Should be well pleas'd to ſee my Tragedy, 
And come to bath his ſtern Eyes in my Sorrows; 
dare him to the fight, bring his ſcorns with him, 
Andall his rugged Threats; here's a Throat, Soldiers; 
Come, ſee who can {trike deepeſt. 
Ema. Break the Chain there. 
King. What does this mean? 
Arm. Come, talk of no more Governors, 
He has other buſinefs, Sir, put your Legs forward, 
And gather up your courage like a Man, 
We'll carry off your Head elſe; we are Fricnds, 
And come to give your Sorrows caſe. 
Soza. On bravely; 
Delays may loſe again. 
Enter Guard. 
Arm. The Guard. 
Sora. Upon 'em. | 
. Arm. Make ſpeedy, and ſure Work. | 
Ema. They fly. (be ſpeedy ; 
Arm. Up with him, and to the Boat; ſtand faſt, now 
When this heat's paſt, we'll ſing our Hiſtory. 


Away, 
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Away, like Thoughts, ſudden as Deſires, Friends; 
Now ſacred Chance be ours. 
Sa. Pray when we have done, Sir. [ Exermt. 
nter three or four Citizens ſeverally, 
1 Cit. What, is the Fire allaid ? 
2 Cit. Tis out, *tis out, 
Or paſt the worſt, I never did fo ſtoutly, 
VII aſſure you Neighbours, ſince l was a Man: 
have been burnt at both ends like a Squib, 
I liv'd two hours in the Fire, *twas a hideous matter; 
But when Men of Underſtanding come about it, 
Men that judge of things; my Wife gave me over, 
And took her leave a hundred times, I bore up ſtill, 
And toſt the Buckers, Boys. 
Cit, We are all meer Martins. 
1 Git, I heard a Voice at latter end o' th' hurry, 
Or elſe I dreamr I heard it, that {aid Treaſon. (was 
2 Cit, Tis like enough, it might cry Murder too, for there 
Many without a joint, but what's that to us: Let's home 
And fright our Wives, for we look like Devils. 
Enter three Women. 
3 Cit, Here come ſome of em to fright us. (band. 
Vom. Mine's alive Neighbour----Oh ſweet hony Huſ- 
2Cit.Thou lieſt, I think abominably, and thou hadſt been 
In my place, thou would'ſt have ſtunk ar both ends. 
Get me ſome Drink, give me whole Tuns of Drink, 
Whole Ciſterns, for J have four dozen of fine Firebrands 
In my Belly, I have more ſmoke in my Mouth, than would 
Blote a hundred Herrings. 
2 Wom. Art thou come ſafe again? (Well ? 
3 Mom. I pray you what became of my Man, is he in a 
2 Cit, At Heart'seaſe ina Well, is very well Neighbour 
We left him drinking of a new dozen of Buckets, 
Thy Husband's happy, he was through roaſted, 
And now he's baſting of himſelf ar all Points : 
The Clark and he are cooling their Pericraniums; 
Body oh me Neighbours, there's Fire in my Codpiece. 
1 Vom. Bleſs my Husband. (Store- houſe 
2 Cit. Blow it out Wife--Blow, blow, the Gable end a'th* 
Women, Some Water, Water, Water. 
N 2 3 Cit. 
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3 Cit. Peace, *ris but a ſparkle; 
Raiſe not the Town again, *rwill be a great hindrance, 
I'm glad*tis out, and't had ta'enin my Hay. loft? 
What frights are theſe, marry Heav'n bleſs thy modicum. 
3 Mom. But is adrown'd outright, pray put me out of 
Fear, Neighbour. | 
2 Cit. Thou wouldſt have it fo, but after a hundred Fires 
parks hell live to ſce thee burnt for brewing muſty 
iquor. | 
1057. Come, let's go Neighbour, 
2 Cit. For I would very fain turn down this Liquor; 
Come, come, I fry like a burnt Mary-bone: 
Women get you afore, and draw upon us; 
Run Wenches, run, and let your Taps run with ye; 
Run as the fire were in your Tails, cry Ale, Ale. 
Wim, Away, let's nouriſh the poor Wretches. 
2 Cit. We'll rally up the reſt of the burnt Regiment. 
Enter Governor, Captain, Soldier, and Guard. 
Gov. The Fire's quench'd Captain, but the Miſchief 


hangs ſtill; 
The King's redeem'd, and gone too; a Trick, a damn'd 
Oh I am overtaken poorly, tamely. (one: 


. Capt. Where were the Guard that waited upon the 
P:iſon? | 
Sy. Moſt of 'em lain, yet ſome ſcap'd, Sir, and they 
deliver, 
They ſaw a little Boat ready to receive him, 
And thoſe redecm'd him, making ſuch haſte and Fighting; 
Fighting beyond the force of Men. 
Gov. I am loſt, Captain, 
And all the World will hugh at this, and ſcorn me: 
Count me a heavy ſleepy Fool, a Coward, 
A Coward paſt recovery, a confirm'd Coward, 
One without Carriage, or common Senle. 
Sol, He's gone, Sir, 
And put to Sca amain, paſt our recovery, 
Not a Boat ready to purſue; if there were any, 
The People ſtand am ze fo at their Valour, 


And the ſudden fright of Fire, none knows to execute. 
Gov. 
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Gov. Oh, I could tear my Limbs, an] Knoch my Boys 
*Gainſt every Poſt I meet; fool'd with a Fire? (Brains 
Capt. It was a crafty Trick. 
Gov. No, | was lazy, 
Confident, fluggiſh lazy, had I but mer em, 
And chang'd a dozen Blows, I hal forgiv'n em; 
By both theſe Hands held up, and by that brighineſ< 
That gilds the World with Light, by all our W orthips, 
The hidden ebbs and flows of the blue Occan, 
I will not reſt; no Mirth ſhall d well upon me, 
Wine touch my Mouth, nor any thing reireih me, 
Till I be wholly quit of this Diſhonour : 
Make ready my Barrato's inſtantly, 
And what I ſhall intend a 
Capt. We are your Servants. | Exeunt. 
Euter Quiſara, and Ruy Dias. 
Qui ſar. Never tell me, you never car'd to win me, 
Never for my ſake to attempt a Deed, 
Might draw me to a Thought, you ſought my Favaur : 
If not for love of me, for love of Arms, Sir, 
For that cauſe you profeſs, for love of Honour, 
Of which you ſtile your ſelf the mighty Matter, 
You might have ſtept out nobly, and mate an Oger, 
As if you had intended ſomething cxcellen:, 
Put on a forward Face. 
Ruy. Dear Lady, hold me — 
Quiſar. T hold ye, as I find ye, a faint Servant. 
Ruy. By I dare do 
Quiſar. In a Lady's Chamber 
I dare believe ye, there's no mortal danger: 
Give me the Man that dares do, to deſerve that: 
I thought you Portugals had been rare Wonders, 
Men of thoſe baughty Courages and Credits, 
That all things were confin'd within your Promilcs, 
The Lords of Fate and Fortune I believ'd ye, 
But well I ſee l am decciv'd Ry Dias, 
And blame, too late, my much Belief. 
Ruy. T am aſham'd, Lady, 
I was ſo dull, ſo ſtupid to your Offer: a 
Now you have once more ſchool'd me, Lam right, 
N 3 And 
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And ſomething ſhall be thought on ſuddenly, 
And put in Act as ſoon, ſome preparation? 
Duiſar. And give it out? 
Ruy. Yes, Lady, and fo great too; 
In which, the Noiſe of all my Country- men 


Qui ſar. Thoſe will do well, for they are all approv'd 
And though he be reſtor'd alive. 1 


Ruy. 1 have ye. 
Qui ſar. For then we are both Servants. 
Ruy. I conceive ye, 
Good Madam give me leave to turn my Fancies. 


Qui ſar. Do, and make all things fit, and then I'll viſit you. 


[ Exit. 
Ruy. My (elf, my Coufin, and the Garriſon, 


The Neighbours of the out- Iſles of our Nation, 
Siana's ſtrength, for I can humour him: 


And proud Betamus, I ſhall deceive his Glory. [ A ſhout. 


W hart ringing ſound of Joy is this? W hence comes it? 
May be the Princes are in ſport. 
Enter Pinicro, and Chriſtophero. 
Pin. Where are ye? | 
Ruy. Now Piniero, what's the haſte you ſeek me? 
Pin. Do you know this Sign, Sir? 
Ruy. Ha! 
Pin. Do you know this Emblem ? 
Your Noſe is boar'd. 
Ruy. Boar'd ? what's that? 
Pein. Youre topt,.Sir: 
The King's come home again, the King. 
Ruy. The Devil? | 
Pin. Nay ſure he came a God's Name home; 
He's return'd, Sir. 
Chriſt. And all this Joy ye hear 
Ruy. Who durſt attempt hinz ? 
The Princes are all here. 
Chriſt. They are worthy Princes, 
They are ſpecial Princes, all they love by Qunces. 


Pelieve it Sir, tis done, and done molt bravely and eaſily. 


What fortune have ye loft, Sir? 
What Juſtice have ye now unto this Lady? 


Pin. 
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Pin. How ſtands your Claim? 
That ever Man ſhould be fool'd ſo; 
When he ſhould do and proſper ; ſtand proteſting, 
Kiſſing the Hand, and farting for a Favour, 
When he ſhould be about his Buſineſs ſweating 
She bid you go, and pick'd you out a purpoſe, (one, 
To make yourſelf a fortune by, a Lady, a Lady, and a luſty 
A lovely, that now you may go look, the pointed ye, 
Knowing you were a Man of Worth and Merit, 
And bid you fly, you have made a fair flight on't, 
You have caught a Gooſe. 
Ryy. How dare you thus moleſt me? [ A ſhont, 
It cannot be. 
Chriſt. Hark how the general Joy rings! 
Pin. Have you your hearing left? Is not that Drunk too? 
For if you had been ſober, you had been wiſe ſue. 
Ruy. Done? Who dares do? 
Pin. It ſeems an honeſt Fellow, 
That has ended his Market before you be up. 
Chriſt, The ſhame on't's a Stranger too. 
Pin. Tis no ſhame, 
He took her at her Word, and tied the Bargain, 
Dealt like a Man indeed, ſtood not demurfirig, 
But clapt cloſe to the Cauſe, as he will do to the Lady 
Js a Fellow of that ſpeed and handſomnelſs, 
He will get her with Child too, e'er you ſhall come to know 
Is it not brave, a Gentleman ſcarce Landed, ( himz 
Scarce eating of the Air here, not acquainted, 
No circumſtance of Love depending on him, 
Nor no command to ſhew him, mult ſtart forth, 
At the firſt ſight too 
Ruy. I am undone. 
Pin. Like an Oyſter: 
She neither taking view, nor value of him, 
Unto ſuch Deeds as theſe——Pox o' theſe, 
Theſe wiſe delayings — 
They make Men Cowards. 
You are undone as a Man would undo an Egg, 


A hundred ſhames about ye. | 
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Enter Quiſara, Panura, and Train. 
Qui ſar. Can it be poſſible, 
A Stranger that I have not known, not ſcen yet, 
A Man I never + z O Captain, Captain, 


What ſhall 1 do? I am betray'd by Fortune, 
It cannot be, it muſt not be. 

Prn. It is Lady, 

And by my Faith a handſome Gentleman; 
*Tis his poor Schollar's Prize. 

Quiſar. Muſt I be given. 

Unroa Man I never ſaw, ne'cr ſpoke with, 
I know not of what Nation? 

Pin. Is a Portugal, 

And of as good a pitch, he will be giv'n to you Lady, 
For he's given much to handſome Fleſh. 

Quiſar. Oh Ri Dias, 

This was your ſloath, your ſloath, your ſloath, Ry Dias. 
Pin. Your love ſloath, Unkle, do you find it now? 
You ſhould have done at firſt, and faithfully : [| 4 ſhone, 

And then th' other had lyed ready for ye; 
Madam, the general joy comes. 
Duiſar. We muſt meet it But with what comfort ? 
Enter Citizens carrying Boughs, Boys finging after em; 
Then King, Armuſia, Soza, Emanuel; zhe Princes 
and Train following. 

Quiſar. Oh my dear Brother, what a joy runs through 
To ſee you ſafe again, your ſelf, and mighty, (rac, 
What a bleſt Day is this? 

King. Riſe up fair Siſter, 

I am not welcome till you have embrac'd me. 

Ruy. A general gladneſs, Sir, flies through the City, 
And Mirth poſſeſſes all to ſee your Grace arrive, 

Thus happily arriv'd again, and fairly; 

Twas a brave venture who fo e er put for it, 

A high and noble one, worthy much Honour; 

And had it fail'd, we had not fail'd great Sir, 

Ard in ſhort time too, to have forc'd the Governor, 
In ſpight of all his Fhreats.— — 

King. | thank ye, Gentleman. 

Kei. And all his Subtilties, to ſet you free, 


With 
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With all his Heart and Will too. 
Ling. I know ts love me. (it, 
Pin. This had been good with N done before 
Something ſet off to beautifie it, now it ſounds empty, 
like (Marrow. 
A Barber's Baſon, pox there's no Metal in't, no noble 
Bakam. I have an Army, Sir, but that the Governor, 
The fooliſh Fellow was a little provident, 
And wiſe in letting flip no time, became him too, 
That would have ſcour d him elſe, and all his Confines; 
That would have rung him ſuch a Peal —— | 
Pin. Yes backward, 
To make Dogs houl, I know thee to a farthing, 
Thy Army's good for Hawks, there's 
Nothing but Sheeps Hearts in it. 
Sia. I have done nothing, Sir, therefore 
I think it convenient I ſay little what I purpoſed, 
And what my Love intended. 
- King. I like your Modeſty, 
And thank ye royal Friends, I know it griev'd ye 
To know my Miſery ; but this Man, Princeſs, 
I muſt thank heartily, indeed, and truly, 
For this Man ſaw me in't, and redeemed me : 
He lookt upon me ſinking, and then caught me. 
This Siſter, this, this all Man, this all Valour, 
This pious Man. 
Ray. My Countenance, it ſhames me, 
One ſcarce arriv'd, not harden'd yet, not 
Read in dangers and great deeds, Sca-ſick, not ſeaſon'd-- 
Oh I have boy'd my (elf. | 
King. This noble Bulwark, 
This Launce and Honour of our Age and Kingdom ; 
This that I never can reward, nor hope 
To be once worthy of the Name of Friend to, 
This, this Man from the Bowels of my Sorrows 
Has new begot my Name, and once more made me: 
Oh Siſter, if there may be Thanks for this, 
Or any thing near Recompence invented. 
Arm. You are too noble, Sir, there is Reward 
Above my Action too by Millions: 
A Recompence ſo rich and glorious, 
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I durſt not dream it mine, but that 'twas promiſed 
But that it was propounded, {ſworn and ſealed 
Before the Face of Heav'n, I durſt not hope it, 
For nothing in the Life of Man or Merit, 

It is fo truly great, can elſe embrace it. f 

King. O ſpeak it, ſpeak it, bleſs mine Ears to hear it 
Make me a happy Man, to know it may be, : 
For ſtill methinks I am a Priſoner, 

And feel no Liberty before I find it. 

Arm. Then know it is your Siſter, ſhe is mine, Sir 
I claim her by her own word, and her Honour; 
It was her open Promiſe to that Man 

That durſt redeem ye; Beauty ſet me on, 

And Fortune crowns me fait, if ſhe receive me. 

King. Receive ye, Sir---why Siſter--ha---ſo backward, 
Stand as you knew me not? nor what he has ventured? 
My deareſt Siſter, 

Arm. Good Sir, pardon me, 

There is a bluſhing Modeſty becomes her, 

That holds her back; Women are nice to wooe, Sir; 
I would not have her forc'd, give her fair Liberty; 
For things compell'd and frighted, of ſoft Natures, 
Turn into Fears, and fly 1 * their own wiſhes. 

King. Look on him my 24iſara, ſuch another, 
Oh all ye Powers, ſo excellent in Nature 
In Honour ſo abundant 

Quiſar. I confeſs, Sir, 

Conteſs my word is paſt too, he has purchaſed; 

vet good Sir, give me leave to think; but time 
Jo be acquainted with his Worth and Perſon; 

To make me fit to know it; we are both Strangers, 
And how we ſhould believe ſo ſuddenly, 

Or come to faſten our AﬀeCtions ———— 


Alas, Love has his Complements. 

King.. Be ſudden 
And certain in your way, no Woman doubles, 
Nor eoy delays, you are his, and ſo aſſure it, 
Or caſt from me and my remembrance ever ; 
Reſpe& your word, I know you will; come Siſter, 
Let's ſee what welcome you can give a Priſoner, 


An: 
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And what fair looks a Friend Oh my moſt Noble 
Princes, no Diſcontents, but all be luſty, 
He that frowns this Day is an open Enemy: 
Thus in my Arms, my dear. 
Arm. Vou make me bluſh, Sir. 
King. And now lead on 
Our whole Court crown'd with Pleaſure. 5 
Ruy. Madam, deſpair not, ſomething ſhall be done yet, 
And ſuddenly, and wiſely. 


Qui ſar. O Ruy Dias. [ Ex. 
Pin. Well, he's a brave Fellow, and he has deſerv'd 
her richly; (men. 


And you have had your Hands full I dare ſwear, Gentle- 
Sora. We have done ſomething, Sir, if it hit right. 
Chrift. The Woman has no Eyes elſe, nor no Honeſty, 

So much I think. 
Pin. Come, let's go bounce amongft 'em 

To the King's Health, and my brave Country-man's. 

My Uncle looks as though he were ſick o'th* 

Worms, Friends. [ Exeunt. 


ACT HI. SCENEL. 


Enter Piniero. 


M* Uncle haunts me up and down, looks melan- 
choly, 


& Wondrous proof Melancholy, ſometimes ſwears, (Bots, 


Then whiſtles, ſtarts, cries and groans, as if he had the 
As to ſay truth, I think Was little better, 
And wou'd fain ſpeak ; bids me good Morrow at Midnight, 
And good Night when'tis Noon; has ſomething hovers 
About his Brains, that would fain find an iſſue, 
But cannot out, or dares not; ſtill he follows. 
Enter Ruy Dias. 
How he looks ſtill, and how he beats about, 
Like an old > at a dead (cent ? I marry, 
There was a Sigh wou'd a ſet a Ship a ſailing z 
Theſe winds of love and honour, blow at all ends: 


Now 
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Now. ſpeak and't be thy Will: Good morrow Une 
Ruy. Good ele Sir. nk 
Pin. This is a new Salute: 

Sure h'as forgot me; this is pur- blind Cupid. 

Ruy. My Nephew? 

Pin. Yes, Sir, if I be not chang'd. 

Ruy. I wou'd fain ſpeak with you. 

Pin. I wou'd fain have ye, Sir, 

For to that end I ſtay, 

Ruy. You know | love ye, | 
And I have lov'd ye long, my dear Piniero, 

Bred and ſupply d you. 

Pin. Whither walks this Preamble ? 

uy. You mayremember,though | am but your Uncle, 

I ſure had a Father's Care, a Father's Tenderneſs. 

Pin. Sure he would wrap me into ſomething now ſud- 
He doubts my Nature in, for mine is honeſt, (denly, 
He winds about me ſo. 

Rey. A Father's Diligence. 

My private Benefits I have forgot, Sir, 

But thoſe you might lay claim to as my Follower 

Yet ſome Men wou'd remember — 

Pin. I do daily. | (weak one, 

Ruy. The Place which J have put ye in, which is no 
Next to my ſelf you ſtand in all Employments, 

Your Counſels, Cares, Aſſignments with me equal, 

So is my ſtudy ſtill to plant your Perſon; - 

Theſe are ſmall Teſtimonies 1 have not forgot ye, 

Nor wou'd not be forgotten. 

Pin. Sure you cannot. 

Ruy. Oh Pintero — 

Pin. Sir, what hangs upon you, | 
What heavy weight oppreſſes ye, ye have loft 
(I muſt confeſs, in thoſe that underſtand ye) 

Some little of your Credit, but time will cure that ; 

The beſt my ſlip ſomeimes. 
Ruy. Oh my beſt Nephew | 
Pin. It may be ye fear her too, that diſturbs ye, 

That ſhe may fall her ſelf, or be forc'd from ye. 


Ric. 
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Ruy. She is ever true, but I undone for ever. 
Oh that Armiſia, that new thing, that Stranger, 
That Flag ſtuck up to rob me of mine Honour ; 
That murd'ring Chain ſhot at me from my Country; 
That goodly Plague that I muſt court to kill me. 
Pin. Now it comes flowing from him, I fear'd this, 
Knew, he that durſt be idle, durſt be ill too, 
Has he not done a brave thing ? 
Ryy. I muſt confels it . muſt allow it, 
But that brave thing has undone me, has ſunk me, 
Has trod me like a Name in Sand, to nothing, 
Hangs betwixt hope and me, and threatens my ruin ; 
And if he riſe and blaze, farewel my Fortune; 
And when that's ſet, where's thy Advancement, Couſin ? 
That were a Friend, that were a noble Kinſman. 
That would conſider theſe; that Man were grateful ; 
And he that durſt do ſomething here, durſt loye me. 
Pin. You fay true, tis worth Conſideration, 
Your Reaſons are of weight, and mark me Uncle, 
For I'll be ſudden, and to th' purpoſe with you. 
Say this Armufia then were taken off, 
As it may be eaſily done, 
How ſtands the Woman? 
Ruy. She is mine for ever; 
For ſhe contemns his deed and him. 
pin. Pox on him. 
Or if the ſingle Pox be not ſufficient, 
The Hogs, the Dogs, the Devils Pox poſſeſs him: 
Faith this Armuſiz ſtumbles me, *tis a brave Fellow 3 
And if he could be ſpared, Uncle 
Rey. I muſt periſhi; 
Had he ſet up at any reſt but this, 
Done any thing but what conccrn'd my Credit, 
The everlaſting loſing of my worth 
Pm. I underſtand you now, who ſet you on too, 
had a reaſonable good Opinion of the Devil 
Till this hour; and I ſee he is a Knave indeed, 
An arrant, ſtinking Knave, for now I ſmell him; 
Ill ſee what may be done then, you ſhall know 
You have a Kinſman, but no Villain, Uncle, 


. 


Nor 
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Nor no betrayer of fair Fame, I ſcorn it; 
I love and honour Virtue; I muſt have 
Acceſs untothe Lady, to know her Mind too, 
A good word from her Mouth you know may ſtir me: 
A Lady's look at ſetting on s 
. You ſay well, 

Here Couſin, here's a Letter ready for you, 
And you ſhall ſee how nobly ſhell receive you, 
And with what dare direct. 

Pin. Farewel then Uncle, 
After I have talk'd with her, I am your Servant, 
To make you honeſt if I can elſe hate you. 
Pray ye no more Compliments, my Head is buſic, Hex 
What a malicious Soul does this Man carry? (bleſs me: 
And to what ſcurvy things this Love converts us? ; 
What ſtinking _ and how ſweetly they become us? 
Murther's a moral Virtue with theſe Lovers, 
A ſpecial piece of Divinity, I take it: 
may be mad, or violently drunk, 
W hich is a Whelp of that litter; or I may be covetous, 
And learn to murther Men's Eftates, that's baſe too; 
Or proud, but that's a Paradiſe to this ; 
Or envious, and fit cating of my felf 
At others Fortunes; I may lie, and damnably, 
Beyond the Patience of an honeſt hearer; 
Coen Curpurſes, fic 1'th* Stocks for Apples. 
Put when I am a Lover, Lord have mercy, 
Theſe are poor pelting Sins, or rather Plagues, 
Love and Ambition draw the Devil's Coach. 

Enter Quiſana, and Panura. (ers, 

How now! who are theſe? Oh my great Lady's follow- 
Her Riddle-founders, and her Fortune-rell:crs. 
Fer Readers of her Love-leE&ures, her Inflamers : 
Theſe Doors I muſt paſs through, I hope they are wide. 
Good day to your Beauties; how they take it to em 
As if they were fair indeed. 
Quiſan. Good morrow to you, Sir. (buſles? 

Pin. That's the old Hen, the Brood-bird; how ihe 
How like an Inventory of Lechery ihe looks ? 
Many a good piece of Iniquity | 


Has 
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Has paſt her Hands, I warrant her beſeech you, 

Is the fair Princeſs ſtirring? 

Pan. Yes, marry is ſhe, Sir, 

But ſomewhat private; you have a Buſineſs with her? 
Pin. Yes forſooth have I, and a ſerious Buſineſs. 
Pan. May not we know ? 

Pin. Yes, when you can keep Counſel. 

Pan. How prettily he looks? he's a Soldier ſure, 

His rudeneſs fits ſo handſomely upon him. 

Quiſan. A good blunt Gentleman. 

Pin. Yes marry am]: 

Yet for a puſh or two at ſharp, and't pleaſe you 
Pan. My honeſt Friend, you know not who you ſpeak to: 

This is the Princeſs's Aunt, 

Pin. I like her better 
And ſhe were her Mother (Lady) or her Grandmother, 
am not fo baſhful, but I can Buckle with her. 

Pan. Of what ſize is your Buſineſs? 

Pin. Of the long Sixtcens, 

And will make way I warrant ye. 

Pan, How fine he talks ? 

Pin, Nay in troth I talk but courſely, Lady, 

But I hold it comfortable tor the Underſtanding: 

How fain they wou'd draw mc into Ribaldry? 

Theſe Wenches that live eaſily, live high, 

Love theſe broad Diſcourſes, as they love Poſſets; 

Theſe dry Delights ſerve for Preparatives. 

Pan, Why do you look fo on me? 

Pin. Tam gueſling (ſhould be, 
By the caſt of your Face, what the Property of your Place 
For | preſume you turn a Key, ſweet Beauty, 
And you another, Gravity, under the Princeſs, 
And by my I warrant ye good Places, 
Comely commodious Seats 

Qui ſan. Prethee let him talk till, 

For methinks he talks handſomely. 

Pm. And truly, 
near as my Underſtanding ſhall enable me, 

You look as if you kept my Lady's Secrets; 

Nay, do not laugh, for I mean honeſtly. * 
OW 
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How theſe young things tattle, when they getat 
And how their Hearts * Pit-a-pat,and love for i 7 ve 
Wou'd it not dance too, if it had a Fiddle? | 
Your Gravity I gueſs, to take the Petitions, 
And hear the lingring ſuits in Love diſpos'd, 
Their Sighs and Sorrows in their proper Place, 
You keep the Ay-me Office. 

Qui ſan. Prethee ſuſter him, 
For as I live be's a pretty Fellow; 
I love to hear ſometimes what Men think of us : 
And thus deliver'd freely, *tis no Malice: 
Proceed, good honeſt Man. 
Pin. Iwill, good Madam. 
According to Mens States and Dignities, 
Monies and Moveables, you rate their Dreams, 
And caſt the Nativity of their Deſires, 
If he reward well, all he thinks is proſperous: 
And if he promiſe Place, his Dreams are Oracles; 
Your antient practique Art too in theſe Diſcoveries, 
Who loves at ſuch a length, who a ſpan farther, 
And who draws home, yield you no little Profit, 
For theſe ye milk by Circumſtance. 

uiſan. Ye are cunning. 

Pin. And as they Oil ye, and advance your Spindle, 
So you draw out the Lines of Love; your Doors too, 
The Doors of deſtiny, that Men muſt paſs through; 
Theſe are fair Places. 

Pan. He knows all. 

Pin. Y our Trap-doors, 

To pop Fools in it, that have no Providence; (at, 
Your little Wickets, to work Wiſe- men, like Wires, thro 
And draw their States and Bodies into Cobwebs; 
Your Poſtern Doors, to catch thoſe that are cautelous, 
And would not have the World's Eye find their Knave- 
Your Doors of Danger, ſome Men hate a Pleaſure, (ries: 
| Unleſs that may be full of Fears; your hope Doors, 
And thoſe are fine Commodities, where Fools pay 
For every new Encouragement, a new Cuſtom; 

You have your Doors of Honour, and of Pleaſure ; 
But thoſe are for great Princes, glorious Vanitics, 


That 
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That travel to be famous through Diſeaſes; 
There be the doors of Poverty and Death too: 
But theſe you do the beſt you can to damn up, 
For then your Gain goes out. 
Quiſan. This is a rare Lecture. 
Nu. Read to them that underſtand. 
Pan. Beſhrew me, 
I dare not venture on ye, ye cut too keen, Sir. 
Enter Quiſara. 
Quiſan. We thank you, Sir, for your good Mirth, 
You are a good Companion. 
Here comes the Princeſs now, attend your Buſineſs. | 
Quiſar, Is there no Remedy, no Hopes can help me? | 
No Wit to ſet me free? Who's there ho? h 
Qui an. Troubled? Her lopks are almoſt Wild: 4 
What ails the Princeſs ? ; 
I know nothing ſhe wants. 
Qui ar. Who's that there with you? 
Oh Signior Pintero? You are moſt welcome: | 
How does your noble Unkle? ] 
Pin. Sad as you are, Madam: f 
But he commends his Service, and this Letter. | 
Duiſar. Go off, attend within Fair Sir, I thank: ye, | 
Pray be no Stranger, for indeed you are welcome; | 
For your own Virtues welcome. 
Cuiſan, We are miſtaken, 
This is ſome brave Fellow ſure. 
Pan. I'm ſure he's a bold Fellow: 
But if ſhe hold him ſo, we mult believe it. [ Exit. 
Ouiſar. Do you know of this, fair Sir ? 
Pin. 1 gueſs ir, Madam, 
And whether it intends: I had not brought it elſe. 
Quiſan. It is a Buſineſs of no common reckoning. 
Pin. The handſomer for him that goes about it; 
Slight Actions are rewarded with ſliaht Thanks: 
Give me a matter of ſome weight to wade in. 
Quiſar, And can you love your Unkle ſo directly, 
So ſeriouſly, and ſo full, to undertake this? 
Can 7 be ſuch a Faith? 
Pin. Dare you ſay Ay to it, 
Vor., VI. F FS O And 
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And ſet me on? *Tis no matter for my Unkle, 
Or what | owe to him, dare you but wiſh it? 
_ Ouiſar, I wow'd fain — | 

Pin. Have it done, ſay but fo, Lady. 

Ouiſan, Conceive it ſo. 

Pin. I will, 'tis that I am bound to: | 
Your Will that muſt command me, and your Pleaſure, 
The fair aſpects of thoſe Eyes that mult direct me: 

I am ne Unkle's Agent, I am mine own, Lady; 

I ſcorn my able Youth ſhould plough for others, 

Or my Ambition ſerve for Pay; I aim, 

Although I never hit, as high as any Man, 

And the Reward [ reach ar, ſhall be equal, 

And what Love ſpurs me on to, this deſire, 

Makes me forget an honeſt Man, a brave Man, 

A valiant, and a virtuous Man, my Country-man, Armuſia. 

The deli ght of all the Minions, 

This love of you, doting upon your Beauty, the admira- 
tion of your Excellence, 

Make me but Servant to the pooreſt ſmile, 

Or the leaſt Grace you have beſtow'd on others, 

And ſee how fuddenly Pll work your fafety, 

And ſet your Thoughts at Peace; I am no Flatterer, 

To promile infinitely, and out-dream dangers; 

To lic a-bed, and ſwear Men into Feavers, 

Like ſome of your trim Suiters; when I promile, 

The Light is not more conſtant to the World, 

Than l am to my Word She turns for Millions. 

Qui ſar. I have not ſeen a braver confirm'd Courage. 
Pin. For a Tun of Crowns ſhe turns; ſhe is a Woman, 
And much I fear, a worſe than I expected. 

You are the Object, Lady, you are the Eye 

In which all Excellence appears, all wonder, 

From which all Hearts take Fire, all Hands their Valour: 
And when he ſtands diſputing, when you bid him, 

Or but thinks of his Eſtate, Father, Mother, 

Friend, Wife, and Children, 

He's a Fool, and I ſcorn him, | 

And*t be but to make clear his Sword, a Coward; 

Men have forgot their Fealty to Beauty. FE 
Had I the place in your Affections, My 
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My moſt unworthy Unkle is fit to fall from, 
Liv'd inthoſe bleſſed Eyes, and read the Stories 
Of everlaſting Pleaſures figur'd there, | 
I wou'd find out your Commands before you thought 'em; 
And bring em to you done, e er you dream't of em. 

Qui ſar. I admire his Boldneſs. 

Pin. This, or any thing; | 
Your Brother's Death, mine Unkle's, any Man's, 
No ftate that ſtands ſecure, if you frown on it. 
Look on my Youth, I bring no blaſtings to you, 
The firſt lower of my Strength, my Faith. 

uiſar. No more, Sir; 

I am too willing to believe, reſt ſatisficd ; 
If you dare do for me, I ſhall be thankful: 
You are a handſome Gentleman, a fair one, 
My Servant if you pleaſe; I ſeal it thus, Sir. => 
No more, till you deſerve more. Exit. 

Pin. Tam rewarded: FOR 
This Woman's cunning, but ſhe's bloody too; 
Although ihe pulls her Tallons in, ſhe's miſchievous; 
Form'd like the Face of Heav'n, clear and tranſparent ; 
& 1 muſt pretend ſtill, bear em both in hopes, 

For fear ſome bloody Slave thruſt in indeed, 
| Faſhion'd and fleſh'd, to what they wiſh; well Unkle, 
W hat will become of this, and what Diſhonour 
Follow this fatal ſhafr, if ſhot, ler Time tell; | 
I can but only fear, and ſtrive to croſs it. Exit. 
Enter Armuſia, Emanuel, aud Soza. 

Ema.W hy are you thus ſad? W hat can grieve or vex you, 
That have the Pleaſures of the World, the Profits, 
The Honour, and the Loves at your diſpoſes?  _ 
= Why ſhould a Man that wants nothing, want his Quiet? 
= Am. I want what Beggars are above me in, Contem : 
I want the Grace I have merited, 
The Favour, the due Reſpe&. 

S%a, Does not the King allow it? | | 

Arm. Yes, and all Honours elſe, all I can ask, 


Tnat he has Power to give; but from his Siſter, 


Abe ſcornful Cruelty, forgive me Beauty, 
That I tranſgreſs from her that ſhould look on me, 
n That 
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That ſhould a little ſmile upon my Service, 

And foſter my Deſerts for her own Faith's ſake; 
'That ſhould at ext dgimowIcdge me, ſpeak to me, 
$924. And you go whining up and down for this, Sir? 

Lamenting and diſputing of your Grievances? 
Sighing and ſobbing like a ſullen School-boy, 
And curſing good-wite F ortune for this Fayour ? 
Arm. W hat would you have me do? 
Soza. Do what you ſhould do, 
What a Man would do in this caſe, a wiſe Man, 
An underſtanding Man that knows a Woman; 
Knows her and all her tricks, her ſcorns, and all her trifles: 
Go to her, and take her in your Arms, and ſhake her, 
Take her and roſs her like a Bar. 
Ema. But be ſure you pitch her upon a Feather-beg, 
Shake her between a pair of Sheets, Sir. 
There ſhake theſe ſullen fits out of her, ſpare her not there; 
There you may break her Will, and bruiſe no Bone, Sir. 
Sa. Go to her. 
Ema. That's the way. 
Soz. And tell her, and boldly, 
And do not mince the matter, nor mock your (clf, 
With being too indulgent to her Pride: 
Let her hear.roundly trom ye, what ye are, 
And what ye have deſerved, and what ſhe mult be. 
Ema. And be not put off like a common Fellow, 
With The Princeſs would be private, 
Or that ſhe has taken Phyſick, and admits none; 
I would talk to her any where. | 
Arm. It makes me ſmile. 
Ema. Now you look l | 
Had I a Wench to win, I would ſo flutter her- 
They love a Man that cruſhes em to Verjuce; 
A Woman held at hard Mear, is your Spaniel. 
Soza. Pray take our Council, Sir. 
Arm. I ſhall do ſomething, 
But not your way, it ſhews too boiſterous, 
For my Affections are as fair and gentle, 
As her they {crve, 


Ente 
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Enter King. 

Soza. The King. 

King. Why how now, Friend ? 
Why do you rob me of the Company 
love ſo dearly, Sir? I have been ſecking you; 
For when 1 want you, I want all my Pjeaſure : 
Why ſad? Thus (ad (till, Man? I will not have it; 
muſt not ſee the Face l love thus ſhadowed. 

Ema. And't pleaſe your Grace, methinks it ill becomes 
A Soldier ſhould be jovial, high and luſty. (him : 

King. He ſhall be ſo; come, come, | know your reaſon, 
It all be none to croſs you, ye ſhall have her, 
Take my word, ('tis a King's word) ye ſhall have her, 
She ſhall be yours or nothing, pray be merry. 

Arm. Your Grace has given me caule, I (hall be, Sir, 
And ever your poor Servant. 

King. Me my ſelf, dir, 
My better ſelf, I ſhall find time, and ſuddenly, 
To gratifie your Loves too, Gentlemen, 
And make you know how much 1 ſtand bound to you: 
Nay, tis not worth your thanks, no further Complement 
Will you go with me, Friend? 

Arm. I beſeech your Grace, 
Spare me an hour or two, I ſhall wait on you, 
Some little private Buſineſs with my ſelf, Sir, 
For ſuch a time. 

King. I'll hinder no Devotion, 
For I know you are regular; Ill take you Gentlemen, 
Becauſe he ſhall have nothing to diſturb hm, | 
I ſhall look for your Friend. Exe. Manet \rmulia. 

Enter Panura. 

Arm. I dare not fail, Sir: 
Wbat ſhall I do to make her know my Miſcry, 
To make her ſenſible? This is her Woma', 
I have a Toy come to me ſuddenly, 
It may work for the belt, the can but (corn me, 
And lower than I am I cannot tumble, 
I'll try, what &er my Fate be Good Even, fair one. 
Pan. Tis the brave Stranger —— A good N icht to you, 


No by my Lady's Hand, a goodly Gentleman! (Sir. 
O 3 How 
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How happy ſhall ſhe be in ſuch a Husband ? 
Wou'd | were fo provided too. 
Arm, Good pretty one, 
Shall I keep you Company for an hour or two? 
I want employment for thjs Evening. 
I am an honeſt Man. 3 
Pan. I dare believe ye: 
Or if ye were not, Sir, that's no great matter, 
We take Mens Promiſes; wou'd ye ſtay with me, Sir? 
Arm. So it pleaſe you, pray let's be better acquainted, 
I know you are the Princeſs's Gentle woman, 
And wait upon her near. | 
Pan. Tis like I do fo. 
Arm. And may befriend a Man, do him fair Courteſies, 
If he have buſineſs your way. 
Pan. I underſtand ye. ; (man 
Arm. So kind an Office, that you may bind a Gentle- 
Hereafter to be yours, and your way too, 
And ye may bleſs the hour you did this benefit: 
Sweet handſome Faces ſhould have courteous Minds, 
And ready Faculties, 7 | | 
Pan. Tell me your buſineſs, 
Vet if I think it to be her, your ſelf, Sir, 
For I know what you are, and what we hold ye, 
And in what grace ye ſtand, without a ſecond, 
For that but darkens, you wou'd do it better, 
The Princeſs muſt be pleas d with your Acceſſes; 
gf ko Tn | | 
Arm. | want a Courtier's boldneſs, 
And am yet but a Stranger, I wou'd fain ſpeak with her. 
Pan. Tis very late, and upon her hour of ſleep, Sir. 
Am. Pray yt wear this, and believe my Meaning civil, 
My buſineſs of that fair Reſpect and Carriage; 
This for our more Acquaintance. [Gives ber a Jewel. 
Pan. How cloſe he Kiſſes? | = 
And how ſenſible the paſlings of his Lips arc? 
Imuſt do it, and I were to be hang'd now, and I will do it: 
He may do as much for me, that's all I aim at; 
And come what will on't, Life or Death, I'll do it, 
For ten ſuch Kiſſes more, and 'twere High Treaſon. 


Arm. 
1 
* of | 
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Arm. I would be private with her. 
Pan. So you ſhall, 
'Tis not worth thanks elſe, you muſt diſpatch quick, 
Arm. Suddenly. 
Pan. And I muſt leave you in my Chamber, Sir; 
Where you muſt lock your (elf that none may ſee you 
*Tis cloſe to hers, you cannot mils the entrance, 
W hen ſhe comes down to Bed. 
Arm. I underſtand ye, and once more thank ye, Lady. 
Pan. Thank me but thus. 
Arm. If 1 fail thee- — 
Come cloſe then. Exermt. 
Enter Quiſara, and Quiſana. 
ui ſar. Tis late good Aunt, to Bed, lam cen unready, 
My Woman will nor be long away. 
Quiſau. I wou'd have you a little merrier firſt, 
Let me ſit by ye, and read or diſcourſe 
Something that ye fancy, or take my Inſtrument. 
Quiſar. No, no I thank you, 
[ ſhall ſleep without theſe; I wrong your Age, Aunt, 
To make ye wait thus, pray let me intreat ye, 
To Morrow I'll ſee ye, I know you're {lcepy, 
And Reſt will be a welcome Gueſt ; you ſhall not, 
Indeed you ſhall not ſtay; oh, here's my Woman. 
Enter Panura. 
Good Night, good Night, and good Reſt Aunt attend you, 
Quiſan. Sleep dwell upon your Eyes, and fair Dreams 
court ye. (me unready, 
Quiſar. Come, where have you been, Wench? Make 
l fepr but ill laſt Night. 
Pan. You'll ſleep the better 
| hope to Night, Madam. 
Cuiſar. A little Reſt contents me; 
Thou loveſt thy Bed, Panzre. 
Pan. I am not in Love, Lady, 
Nor ſeldom dream of Devils, I ſleep ſoundly. 
Qui ſar. I'll ſwear thou doſt, thy Husband wou'd not 
If thou wert married, Wench. (rake it ſo well, 
Pax, Let him take, Madam, | 
The way to waken me, I am no Dormouſe, 
O4 Huſ- 


30 2 The Iſland Princeſs. 


Husbands have larum Bells, if they bur 
Ring once. 
Qui ſur. Thou art a merry Wench. 
Pan. 1 ſhall live the longer. 
Qui ſar. Prethee fetch my Book. 
Pan. I am glad of that. 
Quiſar. I'll read a while before I ſleep. 
Pan. I will, Madam. 
Qui ſar. And if R Dias meet you, and be importunate 
He may come in. f 
Pan, I have a better fare for you, 
Now leaſt in ſight play I. [ Exit, 
Enter Armuſia, locks the Door. 
Quiſar. Why ſhould I love him? 
Why ſhould I doat upon a Man deſerves not, 
Nor hasno Will to work it? Who's there, Wench? 
What are you? Or whence come you? 
Arm, Ye may know me, 
I bring not ſuch amazement, noble Lady. 
Duiſar. Who let you in? 
Arm. My reſtleſs Love that ſerves ye. 
uiſar. This is an Impudence 1 have not heard of, 
A Rudeneſs that becomes a Thief or Ruffian; 
Nor ſhall my Brother's Love protect this Boldneſs, 
You build fo ſtrongly on; my Rooms are Sanctuaries, 
And with that Reverence, they that ſeek my Favours, 
And humble Fears, ſhall render their Approaches. 
Am. Mine are no leſs. 


Qui ſar. T am Miſtreſs of my ſelf, Sir, Y 
And will be ſo, I will not be thus viſited : f 
Theſe Fears and Dangers thruſt into my Privacy. £ 


Stand further off, I'l] cry our elſe. 

Arm. Oh dear Lady! 

Quiſar. I ſee Diſho:10ur in your Eyes. 

Arm. There is none: * 
By all that Beauty they are innocent; 3 
Pray ye tremble not, you have no cauſe. $; 

Qui ſar. I'll die firſt; 3 Y 
Before you have your Will, be torn in Pieces; PV. 


The little ſtrength I have left me to reſiſt you, wh 
| | The 
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The Gods will give me more, before I am forc'd 
To that I hate, or ſuffer 

Arm. You wrong my Duty. 

Qui ſar. So baſe a Violation of my Liberty? 
I know you are bent unnobly; I'll take to me 
The Spirit of a Man, borrow his boldneſs, 
And force my Woman's Fears into a Madneſs, 
And e' er you arrive at what you aim at— 

Arm. Lady, 
If there be in you any Woman's Pity, | 
And if your Fears have not proclaim'd me monſtrous, 
Look on me, and believe me; is this Violence? 
Is. it to fall thus proſtrate to your Beaut 
A Ruffian's boldneſs? Is Humility a Rudeneſs ? 
The Grieſs and Sorrows that grow here, an Impudence ? 
Theſe forcings, and theſe Fears I bring along with me; 
Theſe impudent Abuſes offered ye ; 
And thus high has your Brother's Favour blown me; 
Alas dear Lady of my Life, I came not 
With any purpoſe rough or deſperate, 
With any Thought thar was not ſmooth and pentle, 
As your fair Hand, with any doubt or danger; 
Far be it from my Heart to fright your Quiet; 
A heavy curſe light on it, when I intend it. 

uiſar. Now I dare hear you. 
m. If 1 had been miſchievous, 

As then I muſt be mad; or were a Monſter, 
If any ſuch baſe Thought had harbour'd here, 
Or Violence that became not Man, 
You have a thouſand Bulwarks to aſſure you, 
The holy Powers bear Shields to defend Chaſtity; 
Your Honour, and your Virtues are ſuch Armours 
Your clear Thoughts ſuch Deſences; if you miſ- doubt 
And yet retain a fear, I am not honeſt, (till, 
Come with impure Thoughts to this Place; 
Take this, and ſheath it here; be your own Safety; 
Be wiſe, and rid your fears, and let me periſh ; 
How willing ſhall I ſleep to ſatisfle you. 

Quiſar. No, I believe now, you ſpeak worthily; 
What came you then for? Ea 


* 


Arm. 
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Arm. To complain me, Beauty, 
But modeſtly. 

Duiſar. Of what? 

Arm, Of your fierce Cruelty, 
For though I die, I will not blame the Doer; 
Humbly to tell your Grace, ye had forgot me; 
A little to have touch'd at, not — 
For that I dare not do, your Scorns; pray Pardon me, 
And be not angry that I uſe the nr 
To urge that word ; a little to haye thew'd you 
What | have been, and what done to deſerve ye, 
If any thing that Love commands may reach ye; 
To have remembred ye, but I am unworthy, 
And to that Miſery falls all my Fortunes, 
To have told ye, and by my Life ye may believe me, 
That I am honeſt, and will only marry 
You, or your Memory; pray be not angry: 

Quiſar. I thank you, Sir, and let me tell you ſeriouſly, 
Ye have taken now the right way to befricnd ye, 
And to beget a fair and clear Opinion, 
Yet to try your Obedience 

Arm. [ ſtand ready, Lady, 
Without preſuming to ask any thing. 

Qui ſar. Or at this time to hope for further Favour; 
Or to remember Services or Smiles; 
Dangers you have paſt through, and rewards due to em; 
Loves or deſpairs, but leaving all to me: 
Quit this Place preſently. 

Arm. I ſhall obey ye. 

| Enter Ruy Dias. 
Ruy. Ha? 8 | 


Arm. Who's this? 
What art thou? 
Ruy. A Gentleman, 
Arm, Thou art no more, I'm ſure : Oh 'tis Ky Dias; 
How high he looks, and harſh ? 
Ruy. Is there not Door enough, 
You take ſuch Elbow room? 
Arm. If I take it, I'll carry it. 
Ruy. Does this become you, Princeſs? 


Aim, 
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Arm, The Captain's jealous, 
Jealous of that he never durſt deſerye yer 
Go freely, go, I'll give thee leave. 
Ruy. Your leave, Sir? | 
Arm, Yes, my leave, Sir; I'll not be troubled neither, 
Nor ſhall my Heart ake, or my Head be jealous, 
Nor ſtrange ſuſpicious Thoughts reign in my Memory; 
Go on, and do thy worſt, I'll ſmile at thee; 
I kiſs your fair Hand firſt, then farewel Captain. [Exir. 
Qui ſar. What a pure Soul inherits here? what Inno- 
Sure I was blind when I firft loy'd this Fellow, (cence? 
And long to live in that Fog ſtill; how he Blufters! 7 
Ruy. Am I your Property? or thoſe your Flatteries, 
The Banquets thar ye bid me to, the truſt 
I build my goodly hopes on? 
uiſar. Be more temperate. 
9. Are theſe the ſhews of your reſpect and favour ? 
What did he here, what Language had he with ye? 
Did ye invite? could ye ſtay no longer ? | | 
Is he ſo gracious in your Eye? 
Qui ſar. You are too forward. 
Ry. Why at theſe private Hours? 
Quiſar. You are too ſaucy, 
Too impudent to task me with thoſe Errors. 
Do ye know what I am, Sir, and my Prerogative? 
Though you be a thing I have call'd by th' Name of 
I never taught you to diſpoſe my Liberty z (Friend, 
How durſt you touch mine Honour ? blot my Meanings? 
And name an Action, and of mine, bin Noble? 
Thou poor unworthy thing, how have I grac'd thee ? 
How have I nouriſht thee and raiſed thee hourly ? 
Are theſe the-Gratitudes you bring, Ruy Dias ? 
The Thanks? the Services? I am fairly paid; 
Was't not enough ] ſaw thou wert a Coward, 
And ſhaddowed thee? no noble Sparkle in thee? 
Daily provok'd thee, and till found thee Coward ? 
Rais d noble Cauſes for thee, Strangers ſtarted at; 
Yet ſtill, ſtill, ſtill a Coward, ever Coward ; | 
And with thoſe Taints, doſt thou upbraid my Virtues ? 


Ruy. I was to blame, , 


Lady. g Quiſar. 
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uiſar. So blindly bold to touch at my Behaviour? 
DN thou but ar amiſs at my e App 
If thou hadſt been a brave Fellow, thou hadſt had ſome 
Some Liberty I might have then allowed thee (Licence 
For thy good Face, ſome ſcope to have argued with mc. 
But being nothing but a ſound, a ſhape, 


The meer ſign of a Soldier of aLoyver, 
The drags and draffy part, Diſgrace and Jealouſic, 
I ſcorn thee, and contemn thee. 
Ruy. Deareſt Lady, 
If I have been too free 
Qui ſar. Thou haſt been too fooliſh, 
And go on ſtill, I'Il ſtudy to forget thee, 
I would I could, and yet I pity thee. [ Exit, 
Ruy. lam not worth it, if I were, that's Miſery, 
The next Door is but Death, I muſt aim at it. [ Exit. 


ACT IV. SCENE I 


Enter King, and Governor like a Moor-Prieft. 


King. QQ far and truly you have diſcovered to me 
The former Currents of my Life and Fortune, 

That I am bound to acknowledge 5 moſt holy, 
And certainly to credit your Predictions, 
Of what are yet to come. | 

Gov. I am no Lier, 
'Tis ftrange I ſhould, and live ſo near a Neighbour 
But theſe are not my Ends. 

King. Pray ye fit good Father, 
Certain a reverend Man, and moſt religious. 

Gov. Ay, that Belief's well now, and let me work then, 
I'll make ye curſe Religion e' er I leave ye. 
I bave liv'd a long time, Son, a mew'd up Man, 
Sequeſter'd by the ſpecial Hand of Heav'n 
From the World's Vanities, bid farewel to Follies, 


And ſhood Hands with all heats of Youth and A ; 
| | 
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As in a Dream theſe twenty Years I have ſlumber'd, 
Many a cold Moon have I, in Meditation 

And ſearching out the hidden Wills of Heav'n, 

Lain ſhaking under; many a burning Sun 

Has ſeard my Body, and boil'd up my Blood, 

Fecbl'd my Knees, and ſtampt a Meagerneſs 

Upon my figure, all to find out Knowledge, 

Which l have now attain'd to, Thanks to Heav'n, 

All for my Country's good too : and many a Viſion, 
Many a myſtick Viſion have I ſeen, Son, 

And many a fight from Heav'n which has been terrible, 
Whercin the Goods and Evils of theſe l ſlands 

Were lively ſhadowed; many a charge I have had too, 
Still as the time grew ripe to reveal theſe, 

To travel and diſcover, now] am come, Son, 

The hour is now appointed, 

My * * is rouch'd, and now I ſpeak. 

King. Do Holy Man, I] hear ye. 

Gov. Beware theſe Portugals, I fay beware 'em, 
Theſe ſmooth- fac'd Strangers, have an Eye upon 'em. 
The cauſe is now the Gods, hear, and believe King. 

King. I do hear, bur before | give raſh Credit, 

Or hang too light on belief, which is a Sin, Father; 
Know I have found 'em gentle, faithful, valiant, 
And am in my particular bound to 'em, 

I mean ro ſome for my molt ſtrange Deliverance. 

Gov. Oh Son, the future aims of Men, obſerve me, 
Above their preſent Actions, and their Glory, 

Are to be look'd at; the Stars ſhew many turnings, 
If you could ſee, mark but with my Eyes, Pupil ; 
Theſe Men came hither, as my Viſion tells me, 
Poor, weather-beaten, almoſt loſt, ſtarv'd, feebled, 
Their Veſſels like themſelves, moſt miſerable 
Made a long ſute for Traffique, ind for Comfort, 
To vent their Childrens Toys, cure their Diſeaſes: 
They had their ſute, they landed, and to th' rate 
Grew rich and powerful, ſuckt the fat and freedom 
Of this moſt bleſſed Ile, taught her to tremble, 
Witneſs the Caſtle here, the Citadel, 


They have clapt upon the Neck of your Tidore, 


This 
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This nappy Town, till that ſhe knew theſe Strangers 
To check her when ſhe's jolly. : 

King. They have ſo 2. Father. 

Gov. Take heed, take heed, I find your fair delivery 
Though you be pleas'd to gloriſie that Fortune, 8 
And think theſe Strangers Gods, take heed I ſay, 
I find it but a handſome Preparation, 
A fair- fac d Prologue to a further Miſchief ; 
Mark but the end, good King, the pin he ſhoots at 
That was the Man deliver'd ye; the Mirror, 
Vour Siſter is his due; what's ſne, your Heir, Sir? 
And what's he a- kin then to the Kingdom? 
But Heirs are not ambitious, who then ſuffers? 
What reverence ſhall the Gods have? and what Juſtice 
The miſerable People? what ſhall they do? 

King. He points at Truth directly. 

Gov. Think of theſe, Son; 
The Perſon, nor the manner I miſlike not 
Of your Preſerver, nor the whole Man together, 
Were he but ſeaſon'd in the Faith we are, 
In our Devotions learn'd. 

King. You fay right, Father. 75 

Gov. To change our Worſhips now, and our Religion? 
To be Traytor to our God? 4 

King. You have well adviſed me, 

And I will ſeriouſly conſider, Father; | 

In the mean time time you ſhall have your fair acceſs 
Unto my Siſter, adviſe her to your purpoſe, 

And let me ſtill know how the Gods determine. 

Gov. 1 will : But my main end is to adviſe 
The Deſtruction of you all, a general Ruin. 
And when I am reveng'd, let the Gods whiſtle. [Exewn!. 

Enter Ruy Dias and Piniero. 

Ruy. Indeed, 1 am right glad ye were not greedy, 
And ſudden in performing what J will'd you, 

Upon the Perſon of Armuſia; | 
] was afraid, for I well knew your Valour, 
And Love to me. 

Pin. *T was not a fair thing, Unkle, | 
It ſhew'd not handſome, carried no. Man in it. 10 

11 
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Ryy. I muſt confeſs twas ill, and I abhor it; 

Only this Good has riſen from this Evil ; 
1 have tried your Honeſty, and find Proof, 
A Conſtancy that will not be corrupted, 

And I much honour it. | 

Pin. This Bell ſounds better. 

Ruy. My Anger now, and that Diſgrace I have ſuffer d, 
Shall be more manly vented, and wip'd off, | 
And my ſick Honour cur'd the right and ſtraight way 
My Sword's in my Hand now Nephew, my cauſe upon 
And Man to Man, one Yalour to another, (it, 
My hope to his. | 

in. Why? this is like Ray Dias? 
This carries ſomething of ſome ſubſtance in it 
Some Mettle and ſome Man, this ſounds a Gentleman; 
And now methinks ye utter what becomes ye ; 
To kill Men ſcurvily, *tis ſuch a Dog-rrick, 
Such a Rat-catchers Occupation 
Ruy. It is no better, 
But Piniero, now — 

Pin. Now you do bravely. 

Ruy. The difference of our States flung by, forgotten, 
The full Opinion I have won in Service, 

And ſuch Reſpects that may not ſhew us cqual, 
Laid handſomely afide, only our Fortunes, 
And fingle Manhoods---- 
Pin. In a Service, Sir, 
Of this moſt noble Nature, all I am, 
If I had ten Lives more, thole and my Fortunes 
Are ready for ye, I had thought ye had forſworn fighting, 
Or baniſh'd thoſe brave Thoughts were wont to wait 
Iam glad to ſee em call'd home again. (upon you, 
Ruy. They are Nephew, 
And thou ſhalt ſee what Fire they carry in them, 
Here, you gueſs what this means. [ew a Challenge. 

Pin. Yes very well, Sir. 

A portion of Scripture that puzles many an Interpreter. 

Ray. As ſoon as you can find him--- 

Pin. That will not be long Uncle, 
And o' my Conſcience he'll be ready as quickly, 


Rog. 
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Ray. I make no doubt good Nephew, carry it 
If — can poſſible, that 1. may Sch. r 
Pin. Nay you ſhall fight, aſſure your ſeltf. 

Ruy. Pray ye hear me, | 
In ſome ſuch Place where it may be poſlible 
The Princeſs may behold us. 

Pin. I conceive ye, 
Upon the Sand behind the Caſtle, Sir, 
A place remote enough, and there be Windows 
Out of her Lodgings too, or I am miſtaken. 

Ry. Y'rei'th' right, if ye can work that handſomely-... 

Pin. Let me alone, and pray be you prepar'd 
Some three Hours hence. | 

Ruy. I will not fail. 

Pin. Get you home, 
And if you have any things to diſpoſe of, 
Or a few light Prayers 
That may befriend you, run 'em over quickly, 
I warrant, I'll bring him on. 

Ru. Farewel Nephew, 
And when we meet again- — 

Pin. Ay, ay, figbt handſomely; 
Take a good draught or two of Wine to ſettle ye. 
Tis an excellent Armour for an ill Conſcience, Unkle; 
I am glad to ſee this Man's Converſion, 
I was afraid fair Honour had been Bed-rid, 
Or beaten out o'th' Iſland, Soldiers, and good ones, 

Intended ſuch baſe Courſes: he will fight now, 
And I believe too bravely; I have ſeen him 
Curry a Fellow's Carkaſs handſomely; 
And in the Head of a Troop, ſtand as if he had been rooted | 
Dealing large doles of Death; what a Raſcal was | (there, 
I did not ſee his Will drawn? E 
What does ſhe here? 
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Enter Quiſara. 
If there be any Miſchief towards, a Woman makes one 
Now what new Buſineſs is for me? (ſtill; 


Duiſar. I was ſending for ye, 
But fince we have met fo fair, 


You have ſav'd that labour; I muſt intreat you, Sir 


- 


Pin. 
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Pin. Any thing, Madam, 


Your Wills are my Commands. 
Qui ſar. You're nobly courteous 
Upon my better Thoughts, Signior Piniero, | 
And my more peaceable Conſiderations, 
Which now I find the richer Ornaments, 
I would defire you to attempt no farther 
Againſt the Pe:ſon of the noble Stranger 
In truth I am aſham'd of my ſhare in't; 
Nor be ineited farther by your Uncle, 
| ſee it will fat ill upon your Perſon; 
I have confider'd, and it will ſhew ugly, 
Carried at beſt, a moſt unhcard of cruelty 
Good Sir, defilt —— 
Pin. You ſpeak now like a Woman, 
And wondrous well this Tenderneſs becomes ye; 
Bur this you muſt remember your Command 
Was laid on with a Kiſs, and ſeriouſly 
It muſt be raken off the ſame way, Madam, 
Or | ſtand bound ſtill. 
Qui ſar. That ſhall not endanger ye, 
Look ye fair Sir, thus I take off that Duty. 
Pin. By th' Maſs twas ſoft and ſweet, 
Some Bloods would bound now, 
And run a tilt; do not you think, bright B-auty, 
You have done me, in this Kiſs, a mighty Favour, 
And that | ſtand bound by virtue of this Honour, 
To do whatever you command me ? 
Qui ſar. I think, Sir, | 
From me theſe are unuſual courte ſies, 
And ought to be reſpected ſo; there are ſome, 
And Men of no mean Rank, would hold themſelyes 
Not poorly bleſt to taſte of ſuch a Bounty. (things 
Pin, I know there are, that wou'd do many unjuſt 
For ſuch a Kiſs, and yet [ hold this modeſt; 
All Villanies, Body and Soul diſpenſe with, 
For ſuch a Provocation, kill their Kindred, | 
Demoliſh the fair Credits of their Parents; (dam, 
hoſe Kiſſes I am not acquainted with, moltgertain Ma- 


he Appurtenance of this Kiſs wou'd not provoke me 
Vor. VI. P | 
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To do a Miſchief, 'tis the Devil's own Dance 
To be kiſs'd into Cruelty. | 
Oriſar, JI am glad you make that uſe, Sir. 
Pin. Jam gladder 
That you made me believe you were cruel; 
For by this Hand, I know I am fo honeſt, 
However I deceiy'd ye, *twas high time too, 
Some common Slave might have been ſet upon it elſe; 
That willingly I would not kill a Do 
That could but fetch and carry for a "FN 
She muſt be a good Woman made me kick him, 
And that will be hard to find, to kill a Man, 
If you will give me leave to get another, 
Or any ſhe that plaid the belt Game at it, 
And fore a Woman's Anger, prefer her Fancy. 
Quiſar. I take it in you well. 
Fin. I thank ye Lady, 
And I ſh:ll ſtudy to confirm it. 
Qui ſar. Do Sir, 
For this Time, and this preſent Cauſe, I allow it. 
Molt holy, Sir. , 
Enter Guvernor, Quiſana, and Panura. 
Gov. Bleſs ye my Royal Daughter, 
And in you, bleſs this Iſland Heav'n. 
Quiſar. Good Aunt, 
W hat think ye of this Man? 
Quiſan. Sure he's a wiſe Man, 
And a Religious, he tells us things have happened 
So many ycars ago, almoſt forgotten, 
As readily as if they were done this hour. 
Qui ſar. Does he not meet with your ſharp Tongue ? 
Pan. He tells me, Madam, 
Marriage and mouldy Cheeſe will make me tamer. 
Gov. A ſtubborn Keeper, and worſe Fare, 
An open Stable, and cold Care, | 
Will rame a_Jade, may be your Share. 
Pan. Bir Lady, a ſharp Prophet, when this proves good, 
I] bequeath you a Skin to make ye a Hood. 
Gov. Lady, I would talk with you. 
Duiſar, Do, Reverend Sir. TE 
| 1 
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Gov. And for your good, for that that muſt concern ye, 
And give ear wiſely to me. 

Ouiſar, I ſhall, Father. 

Gov. You are a Princeſs of that Excellence, 
8weetneſs, and Grace, that An: cl-like fair Feature, 
Nay, do not bluſh, I do not flatter you, 

Nor do I dote in telling this, I am ame zed Lady, 
And as I think the Gods beſtow'd theſe on ye, 
The Gods that love ye. 

Ouiſay. 1 contels their Bounty. 

Gov. Apply it then to their Uſe, to their Honour, 
To them, and to their Service give this ſweetneſs; 
They have an inſtant great uſe of your Gocdneſs; 
You are a Saint eſteem d here tor your Beauty, 

And many a longing Heart 

Oniſar. I ſeek no Fealty. 
Nor will I blemith that Heav'n has ſeal'd on me, 
know my worth; indeed the Porrugale 
have at thoſe Commands, and their laſt Services, 
Nay even their Lives, ſo much I think my Handſomeneſs, 
That what I ſhall enjoin 

Gov, Uſe it diſcreetly. 
For I perceive ye underſtand me rightly, 
For here the Gods regard your help, and ſuddenly ; 
The Portugale like ſharp Thorns (mark me, Lady) 
Stick in our Sides, 1 ke Razors, wound Religion, 
Draw deep, they wound, till the Lifc-blood ef llows, 
Our Gods they ſpurn at, and their Worſhips ſcorn, 
A mighty hand they bear upon our Government, 
Theſe are the Men your Miracle muſt work on, 
Your Heav'nly Form, either to root them out, 
Which as you may endcavour, will be cafic, 
Remember whoſe great Cauſe you have to execute, 
To nip their Memory, that may not ſpring more, 
Or fairly bring em home to our Devotions. 
Which will be bleſſed, and for which vou Sunted, 
But cannot be, and they go; let me buſlle. 

Quiſar. Go up with me, | 
Where well converſe more privately ; 

Tu ſhew ye ſhortly how I hold their Temper; 
| P 2 x | And 
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And in what Chain their Souls. 
Gov. Keep faſt that hold till, 
And either bring that Chain, and thoſe bound in it, 
Ani link it to our Gods, and their fair Worſhips; 
Or Daughter, pinch their Hearts apieces with it. 
wait upon your Grace. 
Quiſar. Come, Reverend Father. 
Walt you below. [ Ex. Quiſar. and Gov. 
Pan. If this Prophet were a young thing, 
! ſhould ſuſpe& him now, he cleaves ſo cloſe to her; 
Theſe holy Coats are long, and hide Iniquities. 
ui ſan. Away, away Fool, a poor Wretch. 
Pan. Theſe poor ones, 
Warm but their Stomachs once Gd 
Duiſan. Come in, thou art fooliſh. 
Ex. Quiſana, and Panura. 
Enter Armuſia, Emanuel, and Piniero. 
Arm I am ſorry, Sir, my Fortune is ſo flubborn, 
To court my Sword againſt my Countryman, 
I love my Nation well, and where | find 
A Portugal of noble Name and Virtue, 
I am his humble Servant: Signior Piuiero, 
Your Perſon, nor your Unkle's, am I angry with, 
You are both fair Gentlemen in my Opinion, 
And 1 proteſt, I had rather uſe my Sword 
- In your Defences, than againſt your Safeties; 
"Tis methinks a ſtrange dearth of Enemies, 
When we ſeek Foes among our ſelves. 
Ema. You are injured, 
And you muſt make the beſt on't now, and readieſt 
Arm. You ſee | am ready in the place, and arm'd 
To his defire that call'd me. | 
Pin. Ye ſpeak honeſtly, 
And I could with ye had met on terms more friendly, 
But it cannot now be ſo. | 
Enter Ruy Dias. 
Ema. Turn Sir, and ſee. 
Pin. I have kept my word with ye Unkle, 
The Gentleman is rcady. 


Euter 


The Iſland Princeſs. 3965 


Enter Governor and Quiſara above. 

Arm. Ye arc welcome. 

Ra. Bid thoſe Fools welcome that affect your courteſi:, 
I come not to ule Compliment; ye have wrong'd me, 
And ye ſhall feel, proud Man, &er | part from ye, 
The effects of that, if Fortune do not fool me; 
Thy Life is mine, and no hope ſhall red:em thee, 

Arm. That's a proud Word, 

More than your Faith can juſti fie. 

9uiſar. Sure they will fight. 

Ruy. She's there, I am happy. 

Gov. Let 'em alone, let 'em kill one another, 
Theſe are the main Poſts, if they fall, the Buildings 
Will rumble quickly. 

9uiſar. How temperate Armuſia ? 

No more, be quiet yer. 

Arm. I am not bloody, 

Nor do not feel ſuch mortal Malice in me, 
But ſince we cannot both enjoy the Princeſs, 
| am reſolv'd to fight. 

Ruy. Fight home Armuſia, 

For if thou fainr'ſt, or fall'ſt — 

Arm. Do ye make all vantages? 

Ruy. Always, unto thy Life 1 will not ſpare thee, 
Nor look not for thy Mercy. 

Arm. 1 am arm'd then. 


Ruy. Stand ſtill I charge ye Nephew, as ye honour me. 


Arm. And good Emanuel ſtir not — 

Pin, Ve ſpeak fitly, 
For we had not ſtood idle elſe. 

Gov. I am ſorry for't. 

Ema. But ſince you will habe it ſo 

Rey. Come, Sir. 

Arm. I wait e. 

Pin. Ay marry, this looks handſomely, 
This is warm work. | 


Gov. Both fall and't be thy Will. Ruy falls. 


Pin. My Unkle dead ? 

Ema. Stand ftill, or my Sword's in 

Arm. Now brave Ruy Dias, | 
P 3 Ne & 
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Now where's your. Confidence, your Prayers? Quickly, 
Your own' Spue as condemn'd ye. 
Criſar. Hold, Armiſia. 
Arm. Moſt happy Lady. 
Cuifar. Hold, and let him riſe, 
Spe him for me. | 
Arm. A long Life may he enjoy, Lady. 
Gov. What hay ou done? "Tis better they had all periſht. 
Cu. ſar. Peace Father, I work for the belt, Armuja, 
Be in ib Garden an hour hence. [ Ex. Qui. and Gov, 
Arm. lihall, Madam. 
Pin lde as} iive, a Gentleman at all Inches, 
20 brave a mingled Temper ſaw | never. 
Arm. W ky are ye ſad, Sir? How would this have griev'd 
If ye had fal”n under a profeſt Enemy? (you, 
Under one had taken vantage of your Shame too? 
Pray ye be at Peace, I am ſo far from wronging ye, 
Or glorying in the Pride of ſuch a Victory, 
That I deſire to ſerve ye, pray look chearfulty. (Gentleman 
Pin. Do you hear this, Sir? This love Sir? Do youll: this 
How he courts ye? Why do you hol4 your Head down? 
"Tis no High Treaſon, I take it, to be cquall'd; 
To have a flip i' th' Field, no Sin that's mortal; 
Come, come, thank Fortune and your Friend. 
Arm. Tt may be 
You think my Tongue may prove your Enemy, 
And though reftrain'd ſometimes, out of a bravery, 
May take a Licence \o diſable ye: 
Believe me Sir, fo much I hate that liberty, 
That in a-Stranger's Tongue 'twill prove an injuiy, 
And I ſhall right you in't. 
Fin. Can you have more Unkle? 
Rwy. Sir, you have bear f. both ways, yet fo nobly, 
Thar I ſhall cver love the Hand that did it: 
Fortune may mike me worthy of ſome Title 
That may be ncar your Friend. 
Arm. Sir, I muſt leave ye, 
Bur with fo hearty Love; and pray be confident, 
carry nothing from this place ſhall wrong ye. 
+ | Ex, Arm, and Ema. 
Fin. 
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Pin. Come, come, you are right again, Sir, love your 
Honour, | 
And love 7 Friend, take heed of bloody Purpoſes; 
And unjuſt Ends, good Heav'n is angry with ye; 
Make your fair Virtues and your Fame your Miſtreſs, 
And let theſe Trinkets go. 
Ruy. You teach well, Nephew; 
Now to be honourably eyen with this Gentleman, 
Shall be my Bufin-ſ:, and my Ends his. 
Enter Governor, aud King. 
Gov. Sir, Sir, you mult do ſomething ſuddenly, 
To ſtop his Pride ſo great and high, he is ſhot up, 
Upon his Perſon too, your ſtate 1s ſunk elſe: 
You mult not ſtand now upon terms of Gratitude, 
And let a ſimple tenderne( befor ye: 
Il bring ye ſuddenly where you ſhall ſee him, 
Attempting your brave Siſter, privately, 
Mark but his high behaviour then. 
King. I will, Father, 
Gov. And with ſcorn, I fear contempt too. 
King. 1 hope nor. 
Gov, I will not name a Luſt; 
It may be that alſo; 
A little force muſt be applied upon him, 
Now, now applied, a little force to humble him, 
Theſe ſweet Intreaties do but make him wanton, 
King, Take heed ye wrong him not. 
Gov. Take heed to your ſafety, 
but forewarn ye King; if you miſtruſt me, 
Or think I come un- ſent —— 
King. No, \'ll go with you. [ Exennt, 
Enter Armuſia, and Quiſara. 
Arm. Madam, you ſee there's nothing 1 can reach at, 
Either in my Obedience, or my Service, 
That may deſerve your Love, or win a liking, 
But a poor Thought, but I purſue it ſeriouſly, 
Take pleaſure in your Will, even in your Anger, 
Which other Men would grudge at, and grow ſtormy ; 
| ſtudy new Humility to pleaſe ye, 
And take a kind of joy in my Afflictions, 
of + Be auſ 
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Becauſe they come from ye, 1 love my Sorrows: 
Pray Madam, but conſider 


Cuiſar. Yes, I do Sir, 
And to that honeſt end I drew ye hither; 
I know ye have deſerv'd as much as Man tan, 
And know it is a juſtice to requite you: 
I know ye love. | 

Arm, If ever Love was Mortal, 
And dwelt in Man, and for that Love command me, 
So ſtrong I find it, and ſo true, here Lady, 
Something of ſuch a Greatneſs to allow me, 
Thoſe things I have done already, may ſeem foils to: 
Tis Equity that Man aſpires to Heav'n, | 
Should win it by his worth, and not ſleep to it. 

Enter Governor, and King. 

Gov, Now ſtand cloſe King and hear, and as you find 
Believe me right, orlet Religion ſuffer, (him, 

Quiſar. I dare believe your Worth without Additions; 
Bur fince you are ſo liberal of your Love, Sir, 
And wou'd be farther tried, I do intend it, 
Becauſe you ſhall not, or you wou'd not win me 
At ſuch an caſie rate. 

Arm. I am prepared ſtill, 
And if I ſhrink- — 

Qui ſar. I know ye are no Coward, 
This is the utmoſt trial of your Conſtancy, 
And if you ſtand faſt now, I am yours, your Wife, Sir; 
You hold there's nothing dear that may atchieve me, 
Doubted or dangerous. | 

Arm. There's nothing, nothing: 
Let me but know, that I may ſtraight fly to it. 

Quifar, I'll tell you then, change your Religion, 
And be of one belief with me. | 

Arm: How? 

Quiſar. Mark, 
W orihip our Gods, renounce that Faith ye are bred in; 
Iis eaſily done, I'll reach ye ſuddenly 
And humbly on your Knees 

Arm. Ha? I'll be hang'd firſt. 

Quiſar. Offer as we do. 

Am. To the Devil, Lady? Offer 
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Offer to him I hate? I know the Devil. 
To Dogs and Cats? you make offer to them 
To every Bird that flies, and every Worm. 
How terribly I ſhake ? Is this the Venture? 
The Trial that you talk'd of? Where have | been ? 
And how forgot my ſelf? how loſt my Memory ? 
When did 1 pray, or look up ſtedfaſtly ? 
Had any Goodneſs in my Heart to guide me? 
That I ſhould give this vantage to mine Enemy; 
The Enemy to my Peace, forſake my Faith. 
Quiſar. Come, come, I know ye love me. 
Arm. Love ye this way ? | 
This moſt deſtroying way ? ſure you but jeſt, Lady. 
Qui ſar. My Love and Life are one way. 
Arm. Love alone then, and mine another way, 
Tl love Diſeaſes firſt, 
Doat on a Villain that would cut my Throat, 
Wooe all Afflictions of all ſorts, kiſs Cruelty. 
Have Mercy Heav'n, how have I been wand'ring ? 
Wand'ring the way of Luſt, and left my Maker? 
How have I ſlept like Cork upon a Water, 
Ard had no feeling of the Storm that toſt me ? 
Trode the blind Paths of Death? forſooth Aſſurance, 
Eternity or Bleſſedneſs for a Woman? 
For a young handſome Face, hazard my Being ? 
Quiſar. Are not our Powers Eternal, ſo their Comforts ? 
As great and full of hopes as yours ? 
Arm. They arc Puppets. 
Gov. Now mark him, and but obſerve him nearly. 
Arm. Their Comforts like themſelves, cold, ſenſleſs 
You make em ſick, as we are, Peeviſn, Mad, (Outſides; 
Subject to Age; and how can they cure us, 
That are not able to refine themſelves? 
Quiſar. The Sun and Moon we worſhip, thoſe are 
And their bright Influences we believe. (heav'nly, 
Arm. Away Fool, 
I adore the Maker of that Sun and Moon, 
That gives thoſe Bodies light and influence, 
That pointed out their Paths, and taught their Motions ; 
They are not ſo great as we, they are our Servants, 


Plac'd 
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Plac'd there to teach us Time, to give us Knowledge, 


| 


| 
| 
{ 


| 


| 
: 
' 


Of when and how the ſwellings of the Main arc, 
And their returns again; they are bur our Stewards 
To make the Earth fat, with their influence, 
Thar the may bring forth her increaſe, and feed ys. 
Shall I fall trom this Faith to pleaſe a Woman ? 
For her Embraces bring my Soul to Ruin? 
I look'd you ſhould have faid, make me a Chriſtian, 
Work that great Cure, for 'tis a great one, Woman ; 
That labour truly to perform, that venture, 
The crow of all great Trial, and the faireſt; 
I look'd ye ſhould have wept and kneel'd to beg it, 
Waſht off your miſt of Ignorance, with Waters 
Pure and repentant, from thoſe Eyes; I look'd 
You ſhould have brought me your chief God ye wor- 
He that you offer human Blood and Life to, (chip, 
And make a facrifice of him to Memory, 
Beat down his Altars, ruin'd his falſe Temples. 

Gov. Now you may ce. | 

Qui ſar. Take heed, you go too far, Sir, 
Aud yet I love to hear him, I muſt have ye, 
And to that end I let you ftorm a little; 


I I know there muſt be ſome ſtrife in your Boſom 
To cool and quiet ye, e'er you can come back; 
I know old Friends cannot part ſuddenly, 
There will be fome lett ſtill, yer I muſt have ye, 


Have ye of my Faith too, and fo enjoy ye. 
Arm. Now I contemn ye, and I hate my felt 
For looking on that Face laſciviouſly, 


And it looks ugly now methinks. 


Qui ſar. How, Portugal ? (lead me; 
Arm. It looks like Deith it ſelf, to which 'rwau'd 


| Your Eyes reſemble pale Deſpair, they fright me, 


And in their rounds, a thouſand horrid Ruins, 
Methinks I ſee 3 and in your Tongue hear fearfully 
The hideous Murmurs of weak Souls have ſuffer'd ; 
Get from me, Ldeſpiſe ye, and know Woman, 

That for all this Trap you have laid to catch my Life 
os catch my immortal Life, I hate and curſe ye, (in, 
Contemn your Deities, ſpurn at their Powers, For 

We n 
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And where I meet your Aabumot Gods, I'll ſwinge em | 
Thus o'er my Head, and kick 'em into Puddles, 1 
Nay; I will out of Vengeance ſearch your Temples, | 
And with thoſe Hearts that ſerve my God, demoliſh 
Your ſhambles of wild Worſhips. 

Gov. Now, now you hear, Sir. 

Arm. I will have my Faith, ſince you are ſo crafty, 
The glorious Croſs, although I love your Brother; 
Let him frown too, I will have my Devotion, 

And let your whole State ſtorm. 

King. Enter and take him; ; 
I am ſorry, Friend, that I am forc'd to do this. | 

Gov. Be ſure you bind him faſt. | 

Qui ſar. But uſe him nobly. ; 

King. Had it to me been done, I had forgiven it, 

And { 1! preſerv'd you fair; but to our Gods, Sir—— 

Quiſar. Methinks I hate 'em now. 

King. To our Religion, 
To theſe to be thus ſtubborn, thus rebellious, 
To threaten them. 

Arm. Uſe all your Violence, . 23 
Lask no Mercy, nor repent my Words; | 
| ſpit at your beſt Powers; I ſerve one 2 
Will give me ſtrength to ſcourge your Gods. | 

Gov. Away with hiw. 

Arm. To grind*cm into baſe Duſt, and diſperſe 'em, 
That never more their bloody Memories 

Gov. Clap him cloſe up. 

King. Good Friend, be cooler. 

Arm. Never; 

Your painted Siſter I deſpiſe too. 

King Softly. | 

arm. And all her deviliſh Arts laugh and ſcorn at, 
Mock her blind purpoſes. | 

King. You muſt be temperate; 

Offer him no Violence, I command you ſtrictly. 

Gov, Now thou art up, L ſhall have time to ſpeak too. 


Quiſar. Oh how I love this Man, how truly hanour 
him, | Exenunt. 


ACT 


3052 The Iſland Princeſs. 
ACT V. SCENE I. 


Enter Chriſtophero and Pedro, at one Door, Emanuel 
and Soza, at another, 


Chrift. 13 you know the News, Gentlemen? 
Ema. Wou'd we knew as well, Sir, 
How to prevent it. 


Soza. Is this the Love they bear us, 
For our late Benefit? taken ſo maliciouſſy, 
And clapr up cloſe ? ls that the Thanks they render? 


Chriſt. It muſt not be put up thus, ſmother'd ſlightly 
'Tis ſuch a baſe unnatural wrong. | 


Ped. I know, | 
They may think to do Wonders, aim at all, 
And to blow us with a Vengeance, our o'th* Iſlands ; 
But if we be our ſelves, honeſt and reſolute, 
And continue but Maſters of our antient Courages, 
Stick cloſe, and give no vantage to their Villanies —. 
Soze. Nay, if we faint or fal apieces now, 
We are Fools, and worthy to be markt for Miſery; 
Begin to ſtrike at him, they are all bound ro? 
To cancel his Deſerts? What muſt we look for, 
If they carry this? | 

Ema. YI carry Coals then 
T have but one Life, and one Fortune, Gentlemen, 
But I'll ſo husband it to vex theſe Raſcals, 

Theſe barbarous Slaves. 

Chriſt. Shall we go charge 'em preſently ? 

Soza. No, that will be too weak, and too Fool-hardy, 
We muſt have Grounds that promiſe Safety, Friends, 
And ſure Offence, we loſe our Angers elſe, 

And worſe than that, venture our Lives too lightly. 
Enter Piniero. (rians, 

Pin. Did you ſee mine Unkle? Plague o' theſe Barbs- 
How the Rogues ſtick in my Teeth, l know ye are angry, 
So I am too, monſtrous angry, Gentlemen, | 
I am angry, that I choak again. 

You hear Armufe's up, honeſt Armuſia, 


Clapt 
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Clapt up in Priſon, Friends, the brave Armyſia; lt 
Here are fine Boys. | 9 
Ema. We hope he ſhall not ſtay there. | 

Pin. Stay, no, he muſt not ſtay, no talk of ſaying, 
Theſe are no Times to ſtay; are not theſe Raſcals ? L 
Speak, I beſeech ye ſpeak, are they not Rogues ? Y 
Think ſome abominable Names are they not Devils? 9 
But the Devil's a great deal too good for em fuſty 
Chriſt. They are a kind of Hounds, (Villains. 
Pin. Hounds were their Fathers; | | 
Old Blear-ey'd bob-taiPd Hounds I. ord, where's 1 
$924. But what ſhall be done, Sir? (my Unkle? 1 
pin. Done? 4 
Soz. Yes, to relieve him? 
If it be not ſudden they may take his Life too. 
Pin. They dare as ſoon take Fire and ſwallow it, 
Take Stakes and thruſt into their Tails for Glifters : 
His Life, why *tis a thing worth all the Iſlands, 
And they know will be rated at thar value; 
His very Impriſonment will make the Town ſtink, 
And ſhake and ſtink, I have Phyſick in my Hand for em, | 
Shall give the Goblins ſuch a Purge———— | 
Enter Ruy Dias. * 
Ped. Your Unkle. 
Rug. I hear ſtrange News, and have been ſeeking ye; 
They ſay Armiſia's Priſoner. 
Pin. Tis moſt certain, 
Ryy. Upon what cauſe ? 
Pin. He has deſerv'd too much, Sir; 
The old Heathen Policy has light upon bim, 
And paid him home. 
Ruy. A moſt unnoble dealing. | 
Pin. You are the next, if you can carry it tamely, 
He has deſerv'd of all. 
Ry. I muſt confeſs it, 
Of me ſo nobly too. 
Pin. I am glad to hear it, 
You have a time now to make good your Confeſſion, 
Your Faith will ſhew but cold elſe, and for Faſhion, 
Now to redeem all, now to thank his Courtcſie, 


Now 
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Now to make thoſe believe that held you backward, 
And an ill Inſtrument, you are a Gentleman, 
An honeſt Man, and you dare love your Nations, 
Dare ſtick- to Virtue, though ſhe be oppreſt, 
And for her own fair fake, ſtep to her reſcue : 
If you hve Ages, Sir, and loſe this Hour, 
Not now redeem and vindicate your Honour, 
Your life will be a Murmur, and no Man in't. 

| Ray. I thank ye Nephew, come along with me Gen- 
We'll make 'em dancing ſport immediately: (tlemen, 
We are Maſters of the Fort yet, we ſhall ſee 
What that can do. 

Pin. Let it but ſpit Fire finely, - 

And play their Turrets, and their painted Palaces, 
A frisking round or two, that they may trip it, 
And caper in the Air. 

Ruy. Come, we'll do ſomething 
Shali make *em look about, we'll ſend *em Plums, 

If they be not too hard for their Teeth. 

Pin. And fine Potatoes 
Roſted in Gunpowder, ſuch a Banquet, Sir, 

Will prepare their unmannerly Stomachs. 

Ruy. They ſhall ſee 
There is no ſafe Retreat in Villany; 

Come, be high-hearted all. 
Omnes. We are all on Fire, Sir. Erxeunt. 
Enter King and Governor. 

Ning. I am ungrateful, and a Wretch, perſwade me 
Forgetful of the Mercy he ſhew'd me, (nots 
The timely noble Pit Why ſhould 1 
See him faſt bound and fetter'd, whoſe true Courte ſie, 
Whoſe Manhood, and whoſe mighty Hand ſer me free? 
Why ſhould it come from me? why I command this? 
Shall not all Tongues and Truths call me unthankful? 

Gov. Had the Offence been thrown on you, 'tis certain 
It had been in your Power, and your Diſcretion 
To have turn'd it into Mercy, and forgiven it, 

And then it had ſhew'd a virtuous point of Gratitude, 
Timely, and nobly taken; but ſince the cauſe 
Concerns the Honour of our Gods, and their Title, 


And 
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And ſo tranſcends your Power, and your Compaſſion, 
A little your own Safety, if you ſaw it too, 
If your too fond Indulgence did not dazle you, 
Ir cannot now admit a private Pity ; 
Tis in their Wills, their Mercies, or Revenges, 
And theſe Revolts in you, ſhew mere Rebellions. 
King. They are mild and pitiful. 
Gov. To thole repent, 
King. Their Nature's {oft and tender. 
Gov. To true Hearts. 
The feel Compunction for their Treſpaſſes; 
This Man defies em ſtill, threatens Deſtruction 
And Demolition of their Arms and Worſhip, 
Spits at their Powers; take heed ye be not found, Sir, 
And mark'd a Favourer of their Diſhonour; 
They uſe no common Juſtice. 
King. W hat ſhall I do 
To deſerve of this Man 
Gov, If ye more bemoan him, 
Or mitigate your Power to preſerve him, 
I'll curle ye from the Gods, call up their Vengeance, 
Enter Quifara with her Hands bound, Quiſana and Panura. 
And fling it on your Land and you, I have charge. 
| hope to wrack you all. 
King What ails my Siſter ? 
Why u ie ſhe bound? why looks ſhe ſo diſtractedly? 
Mo does do this? 
Ouiſim, We did it, pardon Sir, 
Anc tor her Preſervation She is grown. wild, 
And raving on the Stranger's Love and Honour, 
Sometimes crying out Help, help, they will torture him, 
They will take his Life, they will murder him preſently. 
If we had not prevented violently | | 
Have laid Hands on her own Life. 
Gov. Theſe are Tokens 
The Gods Diſpleaſure is gone out, be quick, 
And c'cr it fall, do ſomething to appeale em. 
Yeu know the Sacrifice I am glad it works thus. 
Quiſar. How low and baſe thou look'ſt now, that wert 
No figure of a King, methinks, ſhews on you. ( 8 (8 
| 0 
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No Face of Majeſty, foul, ſwarth Ingratitude 
Has taken off thy Sweetneſs, baſe Forgetfulneſs 
Of mighty Benefits, has turned thee Devil : 
Thou haſt perſecuted Goodneſs, Innocence, 
And laid a hard and violent Hand on Virtue, 
On that fair Virtue that ſhould teach and guide us; 
Thou haſt wrong d thine own Preſerver, whoſe leaſt Merit, 
Pois'd with thy main Eſtate, thou canſt not ſatis fie, 
Nay, put thy Life in too, twill be too light ſtil : 
W hat haſt thou done? 

Gov. Go for him preſently, 
And once more we'll try if we can win him fairly ; 
If nor, let nothing ſhe ſays hinder ye, or ſtir ye; 
She ſpeaks diftractedMy---Do that the Gods command ye; 
Do you know what ye ſay, Lady? 

Duiſar. I could curſe thee too, 
Religion and Severity has ſteel'd thee, (hard too, 
Has turn'd thy Heart to Stone; thou haſt made the Gods 
Againſt their ſweet and patient Natures, cruel; 
None of ye feel what Bravery ye t ead on? 
W hat Innocence? what Beauty ? 

King. Pray be patient. 

Quiſar. What honourable things ye caſt behind? 
What Monuments of Man? 

Enter Armuſia and Guard, 

King. Once more, Armuſia, 
Becaule I love ye tenderly and dearly, 
And would be glad to win ye mine, I with ye, 
Even from-my Heart I wiſh and wooe ye- — 

Arm. W hat Sir, 


Take heed how ye perſwade me falſly, then ye hate me: 
Take heed how ye intrap me. 


King. I adviſe ye, 
And tenderly and truly 1 adviſe ye, 
Both for your Soul's Health, and your Safety. 

Arm. Stay, 
And name my Soul no more, ſhe is too precious, 
Too glorious for your Flatteries, too ſecure too. 

Gov. Conſider the Reward, Sir, and the Honour 


Thar is prepared, the Glory you ſhall grow to, - 
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Arm. They are not be conſider'd in theſe Caſes, 
Not to be nam'd when Souls are queſtion'd ; 
They are vain and flying Vapours Touch my Life, 
Tis ready for ye, put it to what Teſt 
It ſhall pleaſe ye, 1 am patient; bur for the reſt, 
You may remove Rocks with your little Fingers, 
Or blow a Mountain out o'th* way, with bellows, 
As ſoon as ſtir my Faith; uſe no more Arguments. 

Gov, We muſt uſe Tortures then. 

Arm. Your worſt and painfull'ſt 
I am joyful to accept. 

Gov. You mult the ſharpeſt, 
For ſuch has been your hate againſt our Deities 
Delivered openly, your threats and ſcornings ; 
And either your Repentance muſt be mighty, 
Which is your free Converſion to our Cuſtoms, 
Or equal Puniſhment, which is your Life, Sir. 

Arm. I am glad I have it for ye, take it Prieſt, 
And all the Miſeries that ſhall attend it: 
Let the Gods glut themſelves with Chriſtian Blood, 
It will be ask'd again, and ſo far followed, 
So far reveng'd, and with ſuch holy Juſtice, 
Your Gods of Gold ſhall melt and fink before it; 
Your Altars and your Temples ſhake to nothing; 
And you falſe Worſhipers, blind Fools of Ceremony, 
Shall ſeek for holes to hide your Heads, and Fears in, 
For Seas to ſwallow you from this Deſtruction, 
Darkneſs to dwell about ye, and conceal ye, 
Your Mother's Womb again- 
Gov, Make the Fires ready, 
And bring the ſeveral Tortures out. 

Quiſar. Stand faſt, Sir, 
And fear em not; you that have ſtept ſo nobly 
Into this pious Trial, ſtart not now, 
Keep on your way, a Virgin will affiſt ye, 
A Virgin won by your fair Conſtancy, 
And glory ing that ſhe is won ſo, will dic by ye: 
I have touch'd ye every way, tried ye molt honeſt, 
Perfect, and good, chaſte, bluſhing chaſte, and temperate, 

aliant, without Vain-glory, modeſt, ſtayed, | 
Vor. VI, Q No 
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No Rage, or light Affection ruling in you; 
Indeed, the perfect School of Worth I find ye, 
The Temple of true Honour. 

Arm. W hither will ſhe ? 
What do you infer by this fair Argument, Lady? 

Ouiſar. Your Faith, and your Religion mult be like ye; 
They that can ſhew you theſe, muſt be pure Mirrors, 
W hen the Streams flow clear and fair, what are the Foun- 
I do embrace your Faith, Sir, and your Fortune; (tains? 
Go on, I will aſſiſt ye, I feel a Sparkle here, 
A lively ſpark that kindles my Affection, 
And tells me it will riſe to Flames of Glory: 
Let em put on their Angers, ſuffer nobly, 
Shew me the way, and when I faint, inſtruct me; 
And if 1 follow not 

Arm. Oh bleſſed Lady, 
Since thou art won, let me begin my Triumph, 
Come clap your Terrors on. 

Cuiſar. All your fell Tortures. 
For there is nothing he ſhall ſuffer, Brother, 
1 ſwear by a new Faith, which is moſt ſacred, 
And I will keep it ſo, but I will follow in, 
And follow to a ſcruple of Aﬀiction, 
In ſpight of all your Gods without Prevention. 

Gov, Death! ſhe amazes me. 

King. What ſhall be done now? 

Gov. They muſt die both, 
And ſuddenly, they will corrupt all elſe; 
This Woman makes me weary of my miſchief, 
She ſhakes me, and ſhe ſtaggers me; go in Sir, 
I'll fee the Execution. 

King. Not fo ſudden: 
If they go, all my Friends and Siſters periſh: 

Gov. Wou'd | were ſafe at home again. 

: Enter Meſſenger d 

Meſſ. Arm, arm, Sir, 
Seek tor Defence, the Caſtle plays and thunders, 
The Town Rocks and the Houſes fly i'th* Air, 
The People die for Fear Captain Ry Dras 
Has made an Oath he will not leave a Stone here; 
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No, not the Memory, here has ſtood a City, 

Unleſs Armufia be deliver'd fairly. (for us? 
King. I have my Fears; what can our Gods do now 
Gov. Be patient, but keep him ſtill ; he is a cure, Sir, 

Againſt both Rage and Cannon; go and fortifie, 

Call in the Princeſs, make the Palace ſure, 

And let em know you are a King; look nobly; 

And take you Courage to ye; keep cloſe the Priſoner, 

And under command, we are betraid elſe. 

Arm. How joyfuily I go? 

Qui ſar. Take my Heart with thee. 

Gov. I hold a Wolf by the Ear now : 

Fortune free me. [ Exennt. 

Enter four Citizens. 

1 Cit. Heav'n bleſs us, 

What a thund'ring's here? what Fire- ſpitting? 

We cannot drink, but our Cans are mauld amongſt us. 

2 Cit. I wou'd they would mall our Scores too; 
Shame o' their Guns, I thought they had been Bird- pots, 
Or great Candle-caſes, how deviliſhly they bounce, 
And how the Bullets borrow a picce of a Houle here, 
There another, and mend thoſe up again 
With another Pariſh ; here flies a Poudring-tub, 

The Meat ready roſted, and there a Barrel piſſing Vinegar, 

And they two over-taking the top of a high Steeple, 

Newly ſlic'd off for a Sallet. 

3 Crt. A vengeance fire 'em. 

2 Cit, Nay, they fire faſt enough 
You need not help em. 

4 Cit. Are theſe the Portugal Bulls 
How loud they bellow. (Palaces, 

2 Cit. Their Horns are plaguy ſtrong, they puſh down 
They toſs our little Habitations like W helps, 

Like Grindle-tails, with their Hcels upward z 

All the Windows i'th' Town dance a new Trenchmore, 

'Tis like to prove a bleſſed Age for Glaſiers : 

I met a Hand, and a Letter in't, in great haſte, 

Andby and by, a ſingle Leg running after it, 

As if the Arm had forgot part of his Errand, 

Heads fly like Foot-balls every where, 
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1 Cit. What ſhall we do? 
2 Cit, I care not, my Shop's cancell'd, 
And all the Pots and earthen Pans in't vaniſh'd ; 
There was a ſingle Bullet and they together by the Ears; 
You would have thought Tom Tumbler had been there, 
And all his Troops of Devils. 
2 Cit. Ler's to the King, 
And pet this Gentleman deliver'd handſomely ; 
By this Hand, there's no walking above Ground elſe, 

2 Cit. By this Leg let me ſwear nimbly by it, 
For I know not how long I ſhall owe it, 
If I were out o'th' Town once, if I came in again to 
Fetch my Breakfaſt, Iwill give 'em leave to cram me 
With a Portugal Pudding: Come, let's do any thing 
To appeale this Thunder. Exeunt. 

Euter Piniero and Panura. 

Pin. Art ſure it was that blind Prieſt? 

Pan. Yes moſt certain, 
He has provok'd all this; the King is merciful, 
And wond'rous loving; but he fires him on ſtill, 
And when he cools, enrages him, I know it; 
Thrcatens new Vengeance, and the Gods ficrce Juſtice 
When he but looks with fair Eyes on Armiſia, 
Will lend him no time to rele-nt ; my royal Miſtreſs, 
She has entertain'd a Chriſ#an hope. 

Pin. Speak truly. | 

Pan. Nay, 'tis molt true; but Lord! how he lies at her, 
And threatens her, and flatters her, and damns her, 
And I fear, if not ſpeedily prevented, 

If ſhe continue ſtout, both ſhall he executed, 

Pan. I'] kiſs thee for this News, nay more Para, 
If thou wilt give me leave I'll get thee with Chriſtian, 
The beſt way to convert thee. 

Pan, Make me believe lo? | 

Pin. I will y'faith. But which way cam'ſt thou hither! 
The Palace is cloſe guarded, and barricado'd. 

Pan. I came through a private Vault, which few there 
Tr riſes in a Temple not far hence, (know of; 
Cloſe by the Caſtle here. 

Pin, How —— To what end? 


Pan. 
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Pan. A good one: 
To give ye knowledge of my new-born Miſtreſs; 
And in what doubt Armryſia ſtands ; 
Think any preſent means, or hope to ſtop 'em 
From their fell ends; the Princes are come in too, 
And they are harden'd alſo. 
Pin. The damn'd Prieſt PIER 
Pay. Sure he's a cruel Man, methinks Religion 
Should teach more temperate Leſſons. 
Pin. He the Fire-brand? 
He dare to touch at ſuch fair Lives as theirs are? 
Well Prophet, I ſhall Prophetic, I ſhall catch ye, 
When all your Prophecies will not redecni ye. 
Wilt thou do any thing bravely ? 
Pan. Any good I am able. (Virtaous, 
Pin. And by thine own white Hand, T'll ſwear thou arte 
And a brave Wench, durſt thou but guide me preſently 
Through the ſame Vault thou cam'ſt, into the Palace, 
And thoſe I ſhall appoint, ſuch as I think fit. 
Pan. Les I will £ it, and ſuddenly, and truly. 


Pin. I wou'd fain behold this Prophet. 


Pan. Now I have ye: 

And ſhall bring ye where ye ſhall behold him, 
Alone too, and ynfurniſh'd of Defences : 
That ſhall be my care; but you muſt not betray me. 

Pin. Doſt thou think we are ſo baſe, ſuch Slaves, 
Pan. I do not: (Rogues? 
And you ſhall ſee how fairly I'll work for ye. 

Pin. I muſt needs ſteal that Prieſt, 

Steal him, and hang him. 

Pan, Do any thing to remove his Miſchief, ſtrangle 

Pix. Come prethee Love. (him 

Pan, You'll offer me no foul Play? | 
The Vault is dark. 

Pin. Twas well remember'd. 

Pan. And ye may 
But | hold ye honeſt, 

Pin. Honeſt enough, I warrant thee. (Place, 
Fan. lam but a poor weak Wench; and what with the 
And your Perſwaſions, Sir but I hope you will * 5 
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You know we are often cozen'd. 

Pin. If thou doſt fear me, 
Why doſt thou put me in mind? 

Pan. To let you know, Sir, 
Though it be in your Power, and things fitting to it, 
Vet a true Gent — 

Pin. I know what he'll do: 
Come and remember me, and IH anſwer thee, 
I'll anſwer thee to the full; we'll call at th' Caftle, 
And then my good Guide, do thy Will; ſha't find me 
A very tractable Man. 0 

Pan. 1 hope I ſhall, Sir. Exeun. 

Enter Bakam, Siana, and Soldiers. 

Bakam, Let my Men guard the Gates. 

Sia. And mine the Temple, 
For fear the Honour of our Gods ſhould ſuffer, 
And on your Lives be watchful. 

Bakam. And be valiant; 
And let's ſee, if theſe Portugals dare enter; 
What their high Hearts dare do: Let's ſee how readily 
The great Ry Dias will redeem his Country-men; 
He ſpeaks proud words, and threatens. 

Sia. He is approv'd, Sir, 
And will put fair for what he promiſes z 
I could with friendlier Terms, 
Yet for our Libertics and for our Gods, 
We are bound in our beſt Service 
Even in the hazard of our Lives. 

Enter the King above. 

King, Come up Princes, | 
And give your Counſels, and your Helps: The Fort fill 
Plays fearfully upon us, beats our Buildings, 

And turns our People wild with fears. 

Bakam. Send for the Priſoner, 

Ani give us leave to argue. [Exit Bak. and Sia. Then, 
Enter Ruy Dias, Emanuel, Chriſtoph. Pedro, with Soldiers. 

Ruy. Come on nobly, © 
And let the Fort play ſtill, we are 
Strong enough to look upon 'em, 

And return at pleaſure ; it may 


The Iſland Princeſs. 3083 


Be on our view they will return him. 
Chriſt. We will return em ſuch Thanks elſe, 
Shall make em ſcratch where it itches nor. 
Ema. How the People ſtare, 
And ſome cry, ſome pray, and ſome curſe heartily : 
But it is the King | 
Enter Siana, Bakam, Quiſara, Armuſia, with 
Soldiers above. 
Ruy. I cannot blame their Wiſdoms. 
They are all above, Armiſia chain'd and bound too? 
Oh, theſe are thankful Squires. 
Bakam. Hear us Ry Dias, 
Be wiſe and hear us, and give ſpeedy Anſwer, 
Command thy Cannon preſently to ceaſe, 
No more to trouble the afflicted People, 
Or ſuddenly Armuſia's Head goes off; 
As ſuddenly as faid. 
Ema, Stay Sir, be moderate. 
Arm. Do nothing that's diſhonourable, Ray Dias; 
Let not the fear of me, maſter thy Valour; 
Purſue em ſtill, they are malicious People. 
King. Friend, be not deſperate. 
Arm. I ſcorn your Courteſies; 
Strike when you dare, a fair Arm guide the Gunner, 
And may he let fly ſtill with Fortune: Friend, 
Do me the Honour of a Soldier's Funerals, 
The laſt fair Chriſtian Right, ſee me i' th* Ground, 
And let the Palace burn firſt, then the Temples, 
And on their ſcorned Gods ere& my Monument : 
Touch not the Princeſs, as you are a Soldier. 
Quiſar, Which way you go, Sir, 
I muſt follow neceſſary. 
One Life, and one Death. 
King. Will you take a Truce yet? | 
Enter Piniero, Soza, and Soldiers, with the Governor. 
Pin. No, no, go on: 9 
Look here, your God, your Prophet. 
King. How came he taken ? 
Pin. I conjur'd for him, King. 
| am a ſure Curr at an old blind Prophet. 
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I'll haunt ye ſuch a falſe Knave admirably, 
A Terrierl; I carth'd him, and then ſnapt him; 
Soxa. Saving the reverence of your Grace, we ſtole him, 
E'en out of the next Chamber to ye. 
Pin. Come, come, begin King, 
Begin this bloody matter when you dare; 
And yet I ſcorn my Sword ſhould touch the Raſcal, 
VII tcar him thus before ye. Ha? 6 
What art thou? | [Pulls his Beard and Hair of. 
King. How's this! 
Art thou a Prophet? 
Ruy. Come down, Princes. 
King, We are abus d 
Oh my moſt dear Armiſia 
Off with his Chains. And now my noble Siſter, 
Rejoyce with me, I know ye are pleas'd as I am. 
Fin. This is a precious Prophet. Why Don Governor, 
W har make you here, how long have you taken Orders? 
Ruy. Why whata Wretch 
Art thou to work this Miſchief? 
Io aſſume this holy Shape to ruin Honour, 
Honourand Chaſtity. 
Enter King, and all, from above. 
Gov. I had paid you all, 
But Fortune plaid the Slut. Come, 
Give me my Doom. 
King. I cannot ſpeak for wonder. 
Gov. Nay, tis I Sir, 
And here I ſtay your Sentence. 
King. Take her Friend, 
You have half perſwaded me to be a Chriſtian, 
And with her all the Joys, and all the Bleſſings. 
Why what Dream have we dwelt in? 
Ray. All Peace to ye, 
And all the Happineſs of Heart dwell with ye, 
Children as ſwcet and noble as their Parents. 
Pin. And Kings at leaſt, 
Arm. Good Sir, forget my Raſhneſs. 
And noble Princeſſes, for I was once Angry, 


: 
: 
N 
' 
. 
, 


— — — 
— EE eco — 
- 


— — 


— — — COS ]—W , «§—‚‚ ⅛˙⁰—“é i? ²⅛˙.ꝛn —: 
. . — ͤö— T4 
. 


And 


= 
| 


The Iſland Princeſs. 3085 


And out of that, might utter ſome Diſtemper, 
Think not 'tis my Nature. | 
Sia. Your joy is ours, Sir, 
And N N. we find in ye, but moſt noble. 
Ning. To Priſon with this Dog, there let him houl, 
And it he can repent, ſigh out his Villanies : 
His Iſland we ſhall ſcize into our Hands, 
His Father and himſelf have both Uſurp'd it, 
And kept it by Oppreſſion; the Town and Caſtle, 
In which I lay my ſelf moſt miſerable, 
Till my moſt honourable Friend redeem'd me, 
Signior Piniero, | beſtow on you; 
The reſt of next Command upon theſe Gentlemen, 
Upon ye all, my Love. 
Arm. Oh brave Ruy Dias, 
You have ſtarted now beyond me. I muſt thank ye, 
And thank ye for my Life, my Wife and Honour. 
Ri. I am glad I had her for you, Sir. 
King. Come Princes, 
Come Friends and Lovers all, come noble Gentlemen, 
No more Guns now, nor Hates, but Joys and Triumphs, 
An univerſal Gladneſs fly about us : | 
And know however ſubtle Men dare caſt, 
And promiſe Wrack, the Gods give Peace at laſt. 


[ Exeunt omnes. 
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PROLOGUE 


IT is become an Antick, and puts on 
A many Shapes of Variation, 

To court the Time's Applauſe, the Times dare 
Change ſeveral Faſhions , no bing is thought rare 
Which is not New, and follow'd ; yet we know 
That what was worn ſome twenty Tears ago 
Comes into Grace again, and we purſue 

That Cuſtom, by preſenting to your View 

A Play in Faſhion then, not doubting now 

But "twill appear the ſame, if you allow 
IWorth to their noble Memory, whoſe Name, 
Beyond all Power of Death, live in their Fame. 


Dra- 


— 
8 


Gentlemen. 
' Servants. 


Maria, Servant to Marine's Wife, 


Dramatis Perſons. 


M E N. 


Onfieur Marine, the Noble Gentleman, but 
m_ the wiſeſs. 
aques, an old Ser 


vant to Marine's Family. 
lerimont, 4 Gull, Couſin to Monſieur Marine. 
A Gentleman, Servant to Marine?s Wife. 
Lougueville, 2 two Courtiers that Plot to abuſe 
Beaufort, Marine. 

Shattillion, @ Lord, mad for Love. 

Doctor. 

Page. 


Duke. 


WOMEN. 


Marine's Wife, à witty Wanton. 
Clerimont's Wife, a ſi imple Country Gentlewoman. 
Shatrillion's Miſtreſs, a virtuous Virgin. 


The SCENE FRANCE? 


THE 


NoBLE GENTLEMAN. 


Enter Gentleman and Jaques. 
GENTLEM AN. 


HAT Happineſs waits on the Life at 

7%. Court, (and Eaſe? 

> We VV bat dear Content, Greatneſs, Delight 
ah A JE W hat cver-ſpringing Hopes, what tides 
6. JF of Honour ? (of Wiſhes ? 
That raiſe their Fortunes to the heighr 
What can be more in Man, what more in Nature, 
Than to be great and fear'd? A Courtier, 
A noble Courtier, Tis a Name that draws 
Wonder and Duty from all Eyes and Knees. 

Jag. And ſo your Worſhip's Land within the Walls, 
Where you ſhall have it all inclos'd, and ſure. 

Gent. Peace Knave; dull Creature, bred of ſweat and 
Theſe Myſteries are far above thy Faith : (ſmoke, 
But thou ſhalt ſee | 

Jag. And then I ſhall believe; 

Your fair Revenues, turn'd into fair Suits; 

I ſhall believe your Tenant's bruis'd and rent, 

Under the weight of Coaches, all your State 

Drawn through the Streets in Triumph, ſuits for Places 
Plied with a Mine of Gold, and being got 

Fed with a great Stream. I ſhall believe all this. 

Gent. You ſhall believe, and know me glorious. 

Couſin, good Day and Health. 
ws Enter Couſin. 
 Cuſ. The ſame to you, Sir, 
And more, without my Wiſhes, could you know 
What calm Content dwells in a private Houſe; Yet 
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Vet look into your ſelf, retire; this Place 
Of Promiſes, and Proteſtations, firs 
Minds only bent to Ruin, you ſhould know this 
You have their Language perfe&, you have Tutors 
I do not doubt, ſufficient; but beware. 

Gent. You are merry, Couſin. 

Couſ. Vet your Patience, 
You ſhall learn that too, but not like it ſelf, 
Where it is helda Virtue; tell me, Sir, 
Have you caſt up your State, rated your Land, 
And find it able to endure the change 
Of Time and Faſhion ? Is it always Harveſt? 
Always Vintage? Have you Ships at Sea, 
To bring you Gold and Stone from rich Peru, 
Monthly returning Treaſure? Doth the King 
Open his large Exchequer to your Hands, 
And bid ye be a great Man? Can your Wife 
Coin off her Beauty? or the Week allow 
Suits to each Day ? and know no ebb in Honour ? 
If theſe be poſſible, and can hold out, 
Then be a Courrier ſtill, and ſtill be waſting. 
Gent. Couſin, pray give me leave. 

Couſ. I have done. 

Gent. I could requite your Gall, and in a ſtrain 
As bitter, and as full of Rubarb, preach 
Againſt your Country Life, bur 'tis below! me, 
And only ſubject to my Pity ; know 
The eminent Court, to them that can be wiſe, 
And faſten on her Bleſſings, isa Sun 
That draws Men up from courſe and carthly Being, 
mean theſe Men of Merit that have Power 
And Reaſon to make good her Benefits, 
Learns them a manly Boldneſs, gives their Tongues 
Sweetneſs of Language, makes them apt to plealc 3 
Files off all Rudeneſs, and uncivil Haviour, | 
Shews them as neat in Carriage, as in Cloaths; 
Couſin, have you ever {cen the Court? 
; _ Couſ. No, Sir, 

Nor am J yet in travel with that longing. 
Gent, Oh the ſtare and greatneſs of that me 
cre 
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Where Men are found 

Only to give the firſt Creation Glory ! 

Thoſe are the Models of the ancient World, 

Left like the Roman Statues to ſtir up 

Our following Hopes, the Place it ſelf puts on 

The Brow of Majeſty, and flings her Luſtre 

Like the Air newly lightned ; Form, and Order, 

Are only there themſelves, unforc'd, and ſound, 

As they were firſt created to this Place. 

Guſ. You nobly came, but will go from thence baſe. 
Gent. I was very pretty, and a good Conceit 
You have a Wit, good Couſin, I do joy in't, 

Keep it for Court; but to my ſelf again, 

When J have view'd theſe pieces, turn'd theſe Eyes, 
And with ſome Taſte of Superſtition, 

Look'd on the Wealth of Nature, the fair Dames, 
Peauties, that like the Court, and make it ſhew 

Like a fair Heav'n, in a froſty Night : 

And *mongſt theſe mine, not pooreſt, 'tis for Tongues 
Of bleſſed Poets, ſuch as O/pbeus was, 

To give their Worth and Praiſes; oh dear Couſin, 
You have a Wite, and fair, bring her hither, 

Let her not live to be the Miſtreſs of/a Farmer's Heir, 
And be confinfd mw a Searge, 

Far courſer than my Horſe-Cloth. 

Let her have Velvets, Tiffinies, Jewels, Pearls, 

A Coach, an Uſher, and her two Lacquies, 

And I will ſend my Wife to give her Rules, 

And read the Rudiments of Court to her. 

Cu. Sir, I had rather ſend her to Virginia, 

To help to propagate the Engliſb Nation. 

nter Servant. | 

Gent. Sirrah, how ſlept your Miſtreſs, and what Viſi- 
Are to pay Service? | (tants 
Serv. As I came out, | 

Two Counts were newly enter'd. 

Gent. This is Greatneſs, 

But few ſuch Servants wait a Country Beauty. 

„cn, They are the more to thank their Modeſty ; 
Vo L, VI. | R | God 
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God keep my Wife, and all my Iflue Female, 
From ſuch Upriſings. | 
Enter Doctor. 
Gent. What? My learned Doctor? 
You will be welcome, give her Health and Youth, 
And I will give you Gold. Exit Doctor. 
Couſin, how favours this? Is it not ſweet 
And very great, taſtes it not of Nobleneſs? 
Couſ. Faith, Sir, my Pallat is too dull and lazy, 
I cannot taſte it, 'tis not for my Reliſh, 
But be fo till. | 
Since your own Miſery muſt firſt reclaim ye, 
To which I leave you, Sir; LEE 
If you will yet be happy, leave the Humour 
And baſe Subjection to your Wife, be wile, 
And let her knnow with ſpeed you are her Husband, 
I ſhall be glad to hear it. 
My Horſe is ſent for. Exit. 
Gent. Even ſuch another Country thing as this 
Was I, ſuch a Piece of Dirt, fo heavy, 
So provident to heap up Ignorance, 
And be an Aſs: Such muſty Cloaths wore I, 
So old and 'Thread-bare, I do yet remember 
Divers young Gallants lighting at my Gate, 
To ſee my honoured Wife, have offered Pence, 
And bid me walk their Horſes, ſuch a Slave 
Was I in ſhew then; but my Eyes are open'd. 
Enter Gentleman's Wife. 
Many {ſweet Morrows to my worthy Wife. 
Wife. *Tis well, and aptly piven, as much for you, 
But to my preſent Buſineſs, which is Mony - 
Gent. Lady, I have none left. (low 
Wife. 1 hope you dare not ſay ſo, nor imagineſſo baſe and 
A Thought: I have none left? | | 
Are theſe Words fitting for a Man of Worth, 
And one of your full Credit? Do you know 
The Place you live in? me? and what I labour 
For? you, and your Advancement? 
Gent. Yes, my deareſt. | 
Wife. And do you pop me off with this flight Ale, 
| n 


The Noble Gentleman. 3095 


in troth 1 have none left? In troth you muſt have; 
Nay ſtare not, tis moſt true, ſend ſpeedily 
To all that love you, ler your People fly 
Like Thunder through the City, 
And not return under five thouſand Crowns. 
Try all, take all, let not a worthy Merchant be untempted, 
Or any one that hath the Name of Mony, 
Take up at any Uſe, give Band, or Land, 
Or mighty Statutes, able by their Strength 
To tye up Sampſon, were he now alive, 
There muſt be Mony gotten ; for be perſuaded, 
If we fall now, or be but ſeen to ſhrink, 
Under our fair Beginnings, tis our Ruin, 
And then good Night to all (but our Diſgrace;) 
Farewel the Hope of coming Happineſs, 
And all the Aims we levied at io long. 
Are yet not mov'd at this? No Senſe of want, 
Towards your ſelf yet breeding? be old, 
And common, jaded to the Eyes 
Of Grooms, and Pages, Chamber-maids, and Guarders, 
And whenyou have done, put your poor Houſe in order 
And hang your ſelf, for ſuch muſt he the end 
Of him that willingly forſakes his Hopes, 
And hath a Joy to tumble to his Ruin. 
All that I ſay is certain, if ye fail 
Do not upbraid me with it, I am clear. - 
Gent. Now Heav'n forbid I ſhould do Wrong to you, 
My deareſt Wife, and Madam; yet give leave 
To your poor Creature to unfold himſelf. 
You know my Debts are many more than Means, 
My Bonds not taken in, my Friends at home 
Drawn dry with theſe Expences, my poor Tenants 
More full of Want than we ; then what new Courſe 
Can I beget to raiſe thoſe Crowns by? Speak, 
And I ſhall execute. 
Wife. Pray tell me true, 
Have you not Land in the Country? 
Gent. Pardon me, I had forgot it. 
Wife. Sir, you muſt remember it, 
There is no Remedy, this 8 muſt be ˖ 
2 n 
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In Paris &'er to Morrow Night. 
Gent. It ſhall, let ine conſider, ſome zoo Acres 
Wil ſerve the Turn. 

Wife. T will furniſh at all Points, 

Now you ſpeak like your ſelf, and know like him 
That means to be a Man, ſuſpect no leſs, 

For the Return will give ye five for one, 

You ſhall be great to Morrow, I have faid it. 
Farewel, and ſee this Buſineſs be a- foot, 

With Expedition. | [ Exit Wife. 

Gent. Health, all Joy, and Honour 
Wait on my lovely Wife. What? Jaques, Faques. 

Enter Jaques. 

Faq. Sir, did you call? 

Gent. I did ſo, hie thee Jaques, 

Down to the Bank, and there ro ſome good Merchant 
(Conceive me well, good Jaques, and be private 
Offer 300 Acres of my Land: 

Say it is choice and fertile, ask upon it 

Five thouſand Crowns, this is the Buſineſs 

| muſt employ thee in, be wiſe and ſpeedy. 

Faq. Sir, do not do this. 

Gent. Knave, I muſt have Mony. 

Faq. If you have Mony thus, your Knave muſt tell ye 
You will not have a Foot of Land left, be more wary, 
And more Friend to your ſelf, this honeſt Land 
Your Worſhip. has diſcarded, has been true, 

And done you Loyal Service. 

Gent, Gentle Jaques, | 
You have a merry Wit, employ it well 
About the Buſineſs you have now in Hand. 
When ye come back, enquire me in the Preſence, 
If not in the Tennis-Court, or at my Houſe. | Ex. 

Jag. If this Vein hold, I know where to enquire ye. 
Five thouſand Crowns! this, with good Husbandry, 
May hold a Month out, then five thouſand more, 
And more Land a bleeding for't, as many more, 
And more Land laid afide. God and St. Dennis 

Keep honeſt-minded young Men Batchelors. 
1 Tis ſtrange, my Maſter ſhould be yet ſo young 
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A Puppy, that he cannot ſee his Fall, 
And got ſo near the Sun. VII to his Couſin, 
And once more tell him on't; if he fail, 
Then to my Mortgage, next unto my Sale. | Exit, 
Enter Longuevile, Bewford, and the Servant. 
Serv. Gentlemen, hold -on Diſcourſe a while, 
I ſhall return with Knowledge how and where 
Ye ſhall have beſt Acceſs unto my Miſtreſs, 
To tender your Devotions. 
Long. Be it fo: 
Now to our firſt Diſcourſe. 
Bew. I prithee Peace; 
Thou canſt not be ſo bad, er make me know 
Such things are living, do not give thy ſelt 
So common and ſo idle, ſo open vile, 
So great a wronger of thy worth, ſo low, 
cannot, nor 1 muſt not credit thee. 
Long. Now by this Light I am a Whorc-maſter, 
An open and an excellent W hore-malſter, 
And take a ſpecial Glory that I am fo: 
I thank my Stars I am a W hore-maſter, 
And ſuch a one as dare be known and ſeen, 
And pointed at to be a noble Wencher, 
gew. Do not let all Ears hear this; hark ye, Sir, 
| am my ſelf a Whore-maſter, I am 
Believe it, Sir, (in private be it ſpoken) 
I love a Whore dire&ly, moſt Men are Wenchers, 
And have profeſt the Science, few Men 
That look upon ye now, but Whore-maſters, 
Or have a full Deſire to be ſo. 
Long. This is noble. | 
Bew. It is without all Queſtion, being private, 
And held as needful as Intelligence, 
But being once diſcover'd, blown abroad, 
And known to common Senſes, tis no more. 
Than Geometrical Rules in Carpenters, 
That only know ſome Meaſure of an Art, 
But are not grounded: Be no more deceiv'd, 
I have a Conſcience to reclaim you, Sir. 
Mittake me not: I do not bid you leave your Whore, 
"© 3 Or 


[ Exit. 
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Or leſs to love her; forbid it, 
I ſhould be ſuch a Villain to my Friend, 
Or ſo unatural; *twas never harbour'd here: 
Learn to be ſecret firſt, then ſtrike your Deer. 
Long. Your fair Inſtructions, Monſieur, I ſhall learn, 
Bew. And you ſhall have them; I defire your Care, 
Long. They are your Servants, 
Bew. You muſt not love. 
Long. How, Sir? 
Bew. I mean a Lady, there's Danger. 
She hath an Uſher and a Waiting-Gentlewoman, 
A Page, a Coach- man, theſe are fee'd and fee'd, 
And yet for all that will be prating. 
Long. So. 
Bew. You underſtand me, Sir, they will diſcover't, 
And there is a loſs of Credit, Table- talk 
Will be the end of this, or worſe than that; 
Will this be worthy of a Gentleman? 
Long. Proceed, good Sir. 
Bew. Next, leave your City Dame; 
The beſt of that Tribe are moſt meerly coy, 
Or moſt extreamly fooliſh, both which Vices 
Are no great. ftirrers up, unleſs in Husbands 
That owe this Cattle, fearing her that's coy 
To be but ſeeming, her that's Tool too forward. 
Long. This is the rareſt Fellow, and the ſoundeſt, 
I mean in Knowledge, that &er wore a Codpicce, 
H'as found our that will paſs all Iraly, 
All France and England, to their Shames I ſpeak, 
And to the Griefs of all their Gentlemen, 
To noble Theory of Lyxury. 
Bew. Your Patience, 
And I will lay before your Eyes a Courſe 
That I my ſelf found out; tis excellent, 
| Eaſie and full of Freedom. 
| Long. O good Sir, 
| rack me *till I know it. 
Bew. This it is; 
When your D ſire is up, your Blood well heated 
And apt for ſweet Encounter, chuſe the Night, 


And 
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And with the Night your Wench, the Streets have ſtore, 
There ſeize upon her, get her to your Chamber, 
Give her a Cardecue, tis royal Payment; 
When ye are dull, diſmiſs her, no Man knows, 
Nor ſhe her ſelf, who hath encountred her. 

Long. O bur their Faces. 

Bew, Ne'er talk of Faces: 
The Night allows her equal with a Dutcheſs, 
Imagination doth all think her fair, 
And great, clapt in Velvet, ſhe is ſo; 
Sir, I have try'd thoſe, and do find it certain 
It never fails me, tis but twelve Nights ſince 
My laſt Experience. 

Long. O my meiching Varlet, I'll fit ye as 1 live, | 
Tis excellent, I'll be your Scholar, Sir. 

Enter Lady and Servant, 

Wife. You are fairly welcome both; troth, Gentlemen, 
You have been Strangers, I could chile you fort, 
And tax ye with Unkindneſs, What's the News? 
The Town was never empty of ſome Novelty: 
Servant, what's your Intelligence? 

Ser. Faith nothing. 
| have not heard of any worth relating. 

Bew. Nor I, ſweet Lady. 

Long. Then give me Attention, 
Monſieur Sbattillion's mad. 

Wife. Mad? 

Long. Mad as May Butter, 6 
And which is more, mad for a Wench. 

Lady. Tis ſtrange, and full of Pity. 

Long. All that comes near him 
He thinks are come of purpoſe to betray him, 
Being full of ſtrange Conceit : The Wench he lov d 
Stood very near the Crown. 

Lady. Alas, good Monſieur; 
A' was a proper Man, and fair demean'd, 
A Perſon worthy of a better Temper. 

Long. He is ſtrong'd opinion'd, that the Wench he loy'd 
Remains cloſe Priſoner by the King's Command: 


Fearing her Title; when the poor griey'd Gentlewoman 
R 4 F. lows 
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Follows him much lamenting, and much loving, 
In hope to make him well, he knows her not, 
Nor any elſe that comes to viſit him. 
Lady. Let's walk in Gentlemen, and there diſcourſe 
His further Miſeries; you ſhall ſtay Dinner, 
In truth you mult obey. 
Omnes. We are your Servants. [ Exennt, 
| Enter Couſin. 
Couſ. There's no good to be done, no Cure to be wrought 
Upon my deſperate Kinſman : I''l ro Horſe 
And leave him to the Fool's whip, Miſery. 
I ſhall recover twenty Miles this Night, 
My Horſe ſtands ready, I'll away with Speed. 
Enter Shattillion. . 
Shat. Sir, may I crave your Name? 
Chu Yes, Sir, you may: * 
My Name is Cleremont. 
Shat. Tis well, your Faction? 
W hat Party knit you with ? 
Conſ. I know no Parties, 
Nor no Factions, Sir. | | 
Shat. Then wear this Croſs of white: 
And where you ſee the like they are my Friends, 
Obſerve them well, the time is dangerous. (Fellow 
Cauſ. Sir, keep your Croſs, I'll wear none; ſure this 
Is much beſide himſelf, grown mad. 
Sat. A Word, Sir; 


You can pick nothing out of this, this Croſs 
Is nothing but a Croß, a very Croſs, 
Plain without Spell, or Witchcraft, ſearch it, 
You may ſuſpect, and well, there's Poiſon in't, 
Powder, or Wild- fire, but 'tis nothing fo. 
Couſ. 1 do believe you, Sir, 'tis a plain Croſs. 
Shat. Then do your worſt, I care not, tell the King, 
Let him know all this, as I am ſure he ſhall ;. 
When you have ſpit your Venome, then will 1 
Stand up a faithful and a loyal Subject, | 
And ſo God fave his Grace, this is no Treaſon. 
Couſ. 


. Heis Marchmad; farewel, Monſieur, | Exit Couſſin. 
Sbat. Farewelz  .  _ „ 
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| ſhall be here attending, tis my Life 

They aim at, there's no way to ſave it; well 
Let em ſpread all their Nets, they ſhall not draw me 
Into any open Treaſon ; I can ee, 3 
And can beware, I have my Wits about me, 

I thank Heav'n for't. | | 

Enter Love. 

Love. There he goes, 

That was the faireſt hope the French Court bred, 

The worthieſt and the ſweeteſt temper'd Spirit, 

The trueſt, and the valianteſt, the beſt of Judgment, 
Till moſt unhappy I ſever'd thoſe Virtues, ed 
And turn'd his Wit wild with a coy denial, 

Which Heav'n forgive me; and be pleas'd, O Heav'n, 
To give again his Senſes, that my Love | 
May ſtrike off all my Follies. 

Shat. Lady. 

Love. I, Sir. 

Shat. Your Will with me, ſweet Lady. 

Love. Sir, I come. 
Shat, From the dread Sovereign King, I know it, Lady, 
He is a gracious Prince, long may he live- 

Pertain you to his Chamber? 

Lov. No indeed, Sir, 

That Place is not for Women: Do you know me? 
Shat. Yes, I do know you. 

Love. What's my Name? pray you ſpeak. 

Sat. That's all one, Ido know you and your buſineſs, 
You are diſcover'd, Lady, I am wary, 

It ſtands upon my Life; pray excuſe me, 

The beſt Man of this Kingdom ſent you hither, 

To dive into me; have I touch'd you ? ha? 

Love. You are deceiv'd, Sir, I come from your Love, 
That ſends you fair commends, and many kiſſes. 

Sher. Alas, poor Soul, how does ſhe? ls ſhe living? 
Keeps ſhe her Bed till? | | wo 
ve. Still, Sir, ſhe is living, 

And well, and ſhall do ſo. 
Sbat. Are ye in Counſel ? 
Lope. No, Sir, nor any of my Sex. 
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Shat. Why ſo, | 
If you had been in Counſel, you would know 
Her time to be but {lender; ſhe muſt die. 
Love. I do believe it, Sir. 
Shat, And ſuddenly, 
She ſtands too near a Fortune. 
Lov. Sir? 
Shat. *Tis fo, 
There is no jeſting with a Prince's Title; 
Would we had both been born of common Parents, 
And liv'd a private and retir'd life 
In homely Cottage, we had then enjoyed 
Our Loves, and our Embraces, theſe are things 
That cannot tend to Treaſon — 
Love. I am wretched. 
Sbat. O I pray as often for the King as any, 
And with as true a Heart, for's continuance, 
And do moreover pray his Heirs may live ; 
And their fair Iſſues, then as I am bound 
For all the States and Commons if theſe Prayers 
Be any ways Ambitious, I ſubmit, 
And lay my Head down, let 'em take it off; 
You may inform againſt me, but withal 
Remember my Obedience to the Crown, 
And Service to the State. 
Love. Good Sir, I love ye. 
Sbat. Then love the gracious King, and ſay with me. 
Love, Heav'n ſave his Grace. 
Shat. This is ſtrange— — 
A Woman ſhould be ſent to undermine me, 
And buz Love into me to try my Spirit; 
Offer me Kiſſes, and enticing Follies, 
To make me open and betray my ſelf; 
It was a ſubtle and a dangerous Plor, 
And very ſoundly followed; farewel, Lady, 
Let me have <qual hearing, and relate 
I am an honeſt Man. Heav'n ſave the King. Exit. 
Love. VII never leave him, till, by Art or Prayer, 
T have reſtor'd his Senſes; if I make = 
W im 
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Him perfect Man again, he's mine, *till when, 
J here abjure all loves of other Men, ' [Evite 
Enter Couſin, and Jaques. 
Jag. Nay, good Sir be perſwaded, go but back, 
And tell him he's undone, ſay nothing elſe; 
And you ſhall ſee how things will work upon't. 
Cu. Not ſo, good Jaques, I am held an Aſs, 
A Country Fool, good to converſe with Dirt, 
And eat courſe Bread, wear the worſt Wool], 
Know nothing but the High-way to Pars, 
And wouldſt thou have me bring theſe Stains 
And Imperfections to the riſing view 
Of the right worſhipful thy worthy Maſter ? 
They mult be bright, and ſhine, their Cloaths 
Soft Velvet, and the Tyrian Purple, 
Like the Arebian Gums, hung like the Sun, 
Their Golden Beams on all fides ; 
Such as theſe may come and know 
Thy Maſter, I am baſe, and dare not ſpeak unto him, 
He's above me. 
Faq. If ever you did love him, or his State, 
His Name, his Iſſue, or your ſelf, go back: 
Iwill be an honeſt and a noble part 
Worthy a Kinſman ; ſave zoo Acres 
From preſent execution; they have had Sentence, 
And cannot be repriev'd, be merciful. 
Ou. Have I not urg'd already all the Reaſons 
I had, to draw him from his Will? his Ruin? 
But all in vain, no Counſel will prevail; 
Fas fixt himſelf, there's no removing, Jaques, 
'Twill prove but Breath and Labour ſpent in vain; 
I'll to my Horſe, farewel. 
Faq. For God's ſake, Sir, 
As ever you have hope of Joy, turn back; 
PI! be your Slave for ever, do but go, 
And I will lay ſuch fair Directions to you, 
That if he be not doting on his Fall, 
He ſhall recover ſight, and ſee his Danger, 
And ye ſhall tell him of his Wife's abuſes, 
I fear, too foul againſt him; how ſhe plots, 
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With our young Monſieurs, to Milk-dry her Husband 
And lay it on their Backs; the next her Pride; f 
Then what his Debts are, and how infinite 
The curſes of his Tenants; this will work, 
Fil pawn my Life and Head, he cries Away, 
Fil to my Houſe in the Country. 
Cf. Come, I'Il go, and once more try him, 
If be yield not, fo, 
The next that tries him ſhall be want and woe. ¶ Exeuur. 


ACT II. SCENE l. 


Enter Gentleman ſolus. 


Gert. T Aques. 

| Faq. within. Sir. 

Gen. Riſe, Faques, tis grown Day, 
The Country Life is beſt, where quietly, 
Free from the clamour of the troubled Court, 
We may enjoy our own green ſhadowed Walks, 
And keep a moderate Diet withour Arr. 
Why did | leave my Houſe, and bring my Wife, 
To know the manner of this ſubtle place? 
I would, when firſt the luſt to Fame and Honour 
Poſleſt me, I had met with any evil, 
Bur that; had I been tied to ſtay at home, 
And earn the Bread for the whole Family 
With my own Hand, happy had I been. 

| Enter Jaques. 

Faq. Sir, this is from your wonted courſe at home, 
When did ye there keep ſuch inordinate hours? 
Go to Bed late? ſtart thrice? and call on me ? 
Would you were from this place; our Country ſlecps, 
Although they were but of that moderate length 
That might maintain us in our daily Work, 
Vet were they ſound and ſweet. (lay together; 

Gent. Ay, Jaques, there wedreamt not of our Wives, we 
And needed not; now at length my Couſin's words, 
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80 truly meant, mixt with thy timely Prayers 
go often urged, to keep me at my home, 
Condemn me quite. 
aq. *T'was not your-Father's courſe : 
He liv'd and dy d in Orleauce, where he had 
His Vines as fruitful as Experience 
(Which is the Art of Husbandry) could make; 
He had his Preſſes for em, and his Wines 
Were held the beſt, and out- ſold other Mens; 
His Corn and Cattle ſerv'd the Neighbour Towns 
With plentiful Proviſion, yet his thrift 
Could miſs one Beaſt amongſt the Herd; 
He rul'd more where he liv'd, than ever you will here. 
Gent. Tis true, why ſhould my Wife then, *gainſt my 
Perſwade me to continue in this courſe ? (good, 
Jag. Why did you bring her hither? At the firit, 
Before you warm'd her Blood with new Delights, 
Our Country Sports could have contented her; 
When you firſt married her, a Puppet-play 
Pleas'd her as well as now the Tilting doth. 
She thought her ſelf brave in a Bugle Chain, 
W here Orient Pearl will ſcarce content her now. 
Gent. Sure, Jaquers ſhe ſees ſomething for my good 
More than I do; ſhe oft will talk ro me 
Of Offices, and that ſhe ſhortly hopes, 
By her Acquaintance with the Friends ſhe hath, 
To get a Place ſhall many times outweigh 
Our great Expences, and if this be fo ———- 
Faq. Think better of her words, ſhe doth deceive you, 
And only for her vain and ſenſual ends | 
Perſwade ye thus. Let me be ſer ro dwell 
For ever naked in the bareſt Soil, 
So you will dwell from hence. 
Gent. I ſee my Folly, 
Pack up my ſtuff, I will away this Morn. 
Haſte—— haſte. 
7aq. Ay, now I ſee your Father's Honours 
Trebling upon you, and the many Prayers 
The Country ſpent for him, which almoſt now 
Begun to turn to curſes, turning back, 
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And falling like a mighty ſhower 
Upon ye. 

Gent. Go, call my W ife. 

Faq. But ſhall ſhe not prevail, 

And ſway you, as ſhe oft hath done before? 

Gent. I will not hear her, but rail on her, 
Till I be ten ** Som 

ag. If you be forty, 
af Fa not be worſe, Sir. 

Gent. Call her up. 

Faq. 1 will, Sir. [ Exit, 

Gent. Why what an Aſs was I, that ſuch a thing 
As a Wife is could rule me? 

Know not 1 that Woman was created for the Man, 
That her Deſires, nay all her Thoughts ſhould be 
As his are? Is my Senſe reſtor'd at length? 

Now the ſhall know, that which ſhe ſhould deſire, 
She hath a Husband that can govern her, 

Enter Wife. 

If her Deſires lead me againſt my Will. 

Are you come? 
Mie. What ſad unwonted courſe 

Makes you raiſe me fo ſoon, that went to Be 
So late laſt Night? 1 

Gent. O you ſhall go to Bed ſooner hereafter, 
And be rais'd again at thrifty hours: 

In Summer time we'll walk 
An hour after our Supper, and to Bed; 

In Winter you ſhall have a ſet at Cards, 

And ſet your Maids to work. 

Wife. What do you mean? 

Gent. Iwill no more of your new Tricks, your Hogours, 
Your Offices, and all your large Preferments 
Which ſtill you beat into my Ears, hang o'er me, 

I'll leave behind for others, the great ſway 
Which I ſhall bear at Court: my living here 
With countenance of your honoured Friends, 
I'll be content to loſe : for you ſpeak this 
Only that you may ſtill continue here 

In wanton caſe : and draw me to conſume, 
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In Cloaths and other things idle for ſhew, 
That which my Father got with honeſt thrift. 

Wife. Why, who hath been with you, Sir, 
That you talk thus out of Frame. 

Gent. You make a Fool of me : 
You provide one to bid me forth to Supper, 
And make me promiſe; then muſt ſome one or other 
Invite you forth; if you have born your ſelf 
Looſely to any Gentleman in my ſight 
At home, you ask me how I like the Carriage, 
Whether it were not rarely for my good, 
And open'd not a way to my Preferment ? 
Come, I pereeive all: talk not, we'll away. 

Wife. Why, Sir, you'll tay 'till the next Triumph 
Day be paſt? 

Gent. Ay, you have kept me here triumphin 
This ſeven Years, and I have ridden through the Streets, 
And bought Embroyder'd Hoſe and Foot-cloaths too, 
To ſhew a Subject's Zeal, I rode before 
In this moſt gorgeous Habit, and ſaluted 
All the Acquaintance I could eſpy 
From any Window, theſe are ways ye told me 
To raiſe me; I ſee all: make you ready ſtraight, 
And in that Gown which you came firſt ws, in, 
Your Safe-guard, Cloak, and your Hood ſuitable: 
Thus on a double Gelding ſhall you amble, 
And my Man Jaques ſhall be ſer before you. 

Wife. But will you go? 

Gent . I will. 

Wife. And ſhall I too? 

Gent. And you ſhall too. 

Wife, But ſhall I, by this light? 

Gent. Why by this light you ſhall. 

Wife. Then by this light 
Vou have no care of your Eſtate and mine. 
Have we been ſeven Vears venturing in a Ship, 
And now upon return, with a fair Wind, 
And a calm Sea, full fraught with our own Wiſhes, 
Laden with Wealth and Honour to the brim, 
and ſhall we fly away, and not receive it? 


Have 
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Have we been Tilling, Sowing, Labouring, 
With Pain and Charge a long and tedious Winter. 
And when we ſee the Corn above the Ground, ; 
Youthful as is the Morn and the full Ear, 

That promiſcs to ſtuff our ſpacious Garners, 

Shall we then let it rot, and never reap it? 


Gent. Wife talk nomore, your Rhetorick comes too late, 


I am inflexible; and how dare you 
Adventure to direct my courle of Life? 
Was not the Husband made to rule the Wife? 
Wife. *Tis true; but where the Man doth mils his way 
It is the Woman's part to ſet him right; 
So Fathers have a power to guide their Sons 
In all their courſes, yet you oft have ſeen 
Poor little Children, that have both their Eyes, 
Lead their blind Fathers. 
Gent. She has a plaguy Wit, 
I fay you're bur a little piece of Man. 
Wife. But ſuch a piece, as being ta'en away, 
Man cannot laſt: The faireſt and talleſt Ship, 
That ever Sail'd, is by a little piece of the lame 
Wood, ſteer'd right, and turn'd about. 
Gent. Tis true the ſays, her Anſwers ſtand with Reaſon 
Wife. But, Sir, your Couſin put this in your Head, 
Who is an Enemy to your Preferment, 
Becauſe I ſhould not take place of his Wife; 
Come, by this Kiſs, thou ſhalt not go Sweet-heart. 
Gent. Come, by this Kits, I will go Sweet-heart, 
On with your riding Stuff; I know your tricks, 
And if Preterment fall c'er you be ready 
Tis welcome, elſe adieu the City Life. 
Wife. Well, Sir, Iwill obey. 
Gent. About it then. 
Mife. To pleaſe your humour, I would dreſs my ſelf 
In the moſt loathſome Habit you could name, 
Or travel any whither o'er the World, 
If you command me; it ſhall ne'er be ſaid, 
The frailty of a Woman, whoſe weak Mind 
Is often ſer on looſe delights, and ſhews, 
Hath drawn her Husband to conſume his State, 
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In the vain Hope of that which never fell. 

Gent. About it then, Women are pleaſant Creatures, 
When once a Man begins to know himſelf. 

Wife. But hark you, Sir, becauſe I will be ſure, 
You ſhall have no Excuſe, no Word to ſay 
In your Defence hereafter, when you ſee 
What Honours were prepar'd for you and me, 
Which you thus willingly have thrown away, 
I tell you 1 did look for preſent Honour, 
This Morning for you, which I know had come : 
But if they do not come &er I am ready 
(Which I will be the ſooner leaſt they ſhould) 
When I am once ſet in a Country Lite, 
Not all the Power of Earth ſhall alter me, 
Not all your Prayers or Threats ſhall make me ſpeak 
The leaſt Words to my honourable Friends, 


To do you any Grace. 
Gent. I will not with it. 
Wife. And never more hope to be honourable. 
Gent, My Hopes are lower. 
Wife. As I live you ſhail not, 


You ſhall be ſo far from the Name of noble, 
That you ſhall never ſee a Lord again 
You ſhall not ſee a Mask, or Barriers, 
Or Tilting, or a ſolemn Chriſtning, 
Or a great Marriage, or.new Fire-works, 
Or any Bravery ; but you ſhall live 
At home, beſpotted with your own lov'd Dirt, 
In ſcurvy Cloaths, as you were wont to do, 
And to content you, I will live ſo too. 
Gent. Tis all I wiſh, make haſte, the Day draws on, 
It ſhall be my Care to ſee your Stuff packt up. 
Wife, It ſhall be my Care to gull you you ſhall ſtay, 
| [Exit Gent. 
And more than ſo, intreat me humbly too, 
You ſhall have Honours preſently. Maria. 


Enter Maria. 
Mar. Madam. | 
Wife. Bring hither Pen, Ink, and Paper. 
Mar, Tis here. 


Wife. Your Maſter will not ſtay, 
Vol., VI. 0 
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Unleis Preferment come within an Hour. 

Mar. Let him command one of City Gates, 

In time of Mutiny, or you may provide him 

To be one of the Council, for invadin 

Some ſavage Country to plant Chriſtian Faith. 

Wife. No, no, I haveit for him, call my Page: 
Now, my dear Husband, there it is will fit Ex Mark. 
And when the World thall ſee what I have done, 
Let it not move the Spleen of any Wife, 

To make an Aſs of her beloved Husband, 


Without good Ground; but if they will be drawn 


To any reaſon by you, do not gull them; 
But if they grow conceited of themſelves, 
And be fine Gentlemen, have no Mercy, 
Publiſh them to the World, "twill do them good 
When they ſhall ſec their Follies underſtood. 
Go bear theſe Letters to my Servant, 
And bid him make haſte, I will dreſs my ſelf 
In all the Journey-Cloaths 1 us'd before, 
Not to ride, but to make the Laughter more. ¶ Exi:. 
Enter Gentleman and Jaques. 
Gent. Is all packt up? 
Faq. All, all, Sir, there is no Tumbler 
Runs through his Hoop with more Dexterity, 
Than I about this Buſineſs : Tis a Day, 
That | have long long'd to ſee. 
Cent. Come, Where's my Spurs ? 
Jag. Here, Sir, and now 'tis come. 
Gent. Ay, Jaques, now, 
I thank my Fates, I can command my Wife. 
Jag. I am glad to ſee it, Sir. 
Gent. I do not love always 
To be made a Puppy, Jaques. 
Jag. But yet methinks your Worſhip does not look, 
Right like a Country Gentleman. | 
Gent. | will, give me my t'other Hat. 
Jag. Here. 
Gent. So, my Jerkin: 
Jag. Ves, Sir. 
Gent. On with it Jaques, thou and 1 wi 


The Noble Gentleman. 3111 


Will live ſo finely in the Country, Jaques, 
And have ſuch pleaſant Walks into the Woods 
A Mornings, and then bring home riding Rods, 


And walking Staves- — 
Jag. And I will bear them, Sir, 


And Scourge-ſticks for the Children. 
Gent. So thou ſhalt, 
And thou ſhalt do all, over-ſee my Work-folks, 
And at the Weeks end pay 'em all their Wages. 
Jag. I will, Sir, ſo your Worſhip give me Mony. 
Gent. Thou ſhalt receive all too; give me my Drawers. 
Jag. They are ready, Sir. 
Gent. And I will make thy Miſtreſs, 
My Wife, look to her Landry, and her Dairy, 
That we may have our Linnen clean on Sundays. 
7aq. And Holy-days. 
Gent. Ay, and e'er we walk about the Grounds 
Provide our Breakfaſt, 
Or ſhe ſhall ſmoke, VII have her a good Huſwife: 
She ſhall not make a Voyage to her Siſters, 
Bur ſhe ſhall live at home, 
And feed her Pullen fat, and ſee her Maids 
In Bed hefore her, and lock all the Doors. 
Jag. Why that will be a Life for Kings and Queens. 
Gent. Give me my Scarf with the great Button quickly. 
Jag. Lis done, Sir. 
Gent. Now my Mittens. 
Faq. Here they are, Sir. 
Gent. Tis well; now my great Dagger. 
7aq. There. 2 
Gent. Why ſo; thus it ſhould be, now my riding Rod, 
Jag. There's nothing wanting, Sir. 
Gent, Another, Man, to ſtick under my Girdle. 
Jag. There it is. 
Gent. All is well. i 
Jag. Why now methinks your Worſhip looks 
Like to your ſelf, a Man of Means and Credir, 
80 did your grave and famous Anceſtors 
Ride up be to Fairs, and cheapen Cattle. 


Cent. Go, haſten your Miſtreſs, Sirrah. 
| q " 24. Faq. 
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29. It ſhall be done. [Exit Ia 
72 Enter Servant and Page. * 
Ser. Who's that? Who's that, Boy? 

Page. I think it be my Maſter. (Rod? 


Ser. Who, he that walks in gray, whisking his riding 
Page. Yes, Sir, tis he. 
Ser. Tis he indeed, he is prepar'd 
For his new Journey; when I wink upon you, 
Run out and tell the Gentleman 'tis time 
n Day. (ready, 
Gent. Monſieur, your Miſtreſs is within, but yet not 
Ser. My Buſineſs is with you, Sir; 'tis reported, 
I know not whether by ſome Enemy 
Maliciouſly, that envies your great Hopes, 
And would be ready to ſow Diſcontents 
Betwixt his Majeſty and you, or truly, 
Which on my Faith I would be ſorry for, 
Thar you intend to leave the Court in haſte. 
Gent. Faith, Sir, within this half Hour. Jaques ! 
Jaques within Sir? 
Gent. Is my Wife ready? 
'7aq. Preſently. 
Ser. But, Sir, 
I needs muſt tell you, as I am your Friend, 
You ſhould have ra'en your Journey privater, 
For 'tis already blaz'd about the Court. 
Gent. Why, Sir, I hope it is no Treaſon, is it? 
Ser. *Tis true, Sir, but tis grown the common Talk, 
There's no Diſcovery elſe held, and in the Preſence 
All the Nobility and Gentry. | 
Having nothing in their Mouths but only this, 
Monſieur Marine, that noble Gentleman, 
Is now departing hence; every Man's Face 
Looks ghaftly on his Fellows; ſuch a Sadneſs 
(Before this Day) I ne'er beheld in Court, : 
Mens Hearts begin to fail them when they hear it, 
in Expectation of the great Event 
Thar needs muſt follow it; pray Heay'n it be good! 
Gent. Why, I had rather all their Hearts ſhould fail 
han I ſtay here until my Purſe fail me., 


Ser, 
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Ser. But yet you are a Subject, and beware, 
I charge you by the Love I bear to you, 
How you do venture rafhly on a Courſe, 
To make your Sovercign jealous of your Deeds; 
For Princes Jealouſics, where they love moſt, 
Are eaſily found, bur they be hardly loſt. 
Gent. Come, theſe are Tricks, I ſmeil 'em, I will go. 
Ser. Have I not ſtill profeſt my ſelf your Friend? 
Gent. Yes, but you never ſhew'd it me vet. 
Ser. But now | will, becauſe I ſee you wile, 
And give ye thus much Light into a Buſineſs, 
That came to me but now, be reſolute, 
Stand ſtifly to it that you will depart, 
And preſently. 5 
Gent. Why ſo I mean to do. 
Ser. And by this Light you may be what you will; 
Will you be ſecret, Sir ? | 
Gent, Why? What's the Matter? 
er. The King does fear you, 
Gent, How? | 
Ser. And is now in Counſel. 
Gent. About me ? | 
Ser. About you, and you be wiſe, 
You'll find he's in Counſel about you. 
His Counſellors have told him all the Truth. 
Gent, What Truth? 
Ser. Why, that which now he knows too well. 
Gent. What is't? 
er. That you have follow'd him ſeven Years, 
With agreat Train ; and though he have not grac'd you, 
Yet you have div'd into the Hearts of thouſands, 
With Liberality and noble Carriage; 
And if you ſhould depart home unpreferr'd, 
All difcontented and ſeditious Spirits 
Would flock to you, and thruſt you into Action: 
With whoſe help, and your Tenants,who doth not know 
(If you were-ſo diſpos'd) (France 
How great a part of this yet fertile peaceful Realm of 
You might make deſolate ? But when the King 
Heard this : | 


S 3 Gent, 
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Gent. What ſaid he? 
Ser. Nothing, but ſhook, 
As never Chriſtian Prince did ſhake before. 
And to be ſhort, you may be what you will? 
But be not ambitious, Sir, fit down 
With moderate Honours, leaſt you make your ſelf 
More fcar'd. 
Gent. I know, Sir, what I have to do 
In mine own Buſineſs. 
Enter Longuevile. 
Long. Where's Monſieur Mount Marine. 
Ser. Why there he ſtands, will you ought with kim? 
Long. Ves: Good Day, Monſicur Marine. 
Gent, Good Day to you. | 
Long. His Majeſty doth commend himſelf 
Moſt kindly to you, Sir, and hath, by me, 
vent you this Favour : Kneel down, riſc a Knight. 
Gent. | thank his Majeſty. 
Long. And he doth further requeſt you 
Not to leave the Court fo ſoon, | 
For though your former Merits have been lighted, 
Aſter this time there ſhall no Office fall 
Worthy your Spirit, as he doth confeſs 
There's none ſo great, but you ſhall ſure'y have it. 
Ser. Do you hear? if you yield yet you are an Af. 
Gent. I'll ſhew my Service to his Majcſty 
In greater things than theſe, but ſor this ſmall one 
I muſt intreat his Highneſs to excuſe me. | 
Long. I'll bear your Knightly Words unto the Kings 
And bring his princely Anſwer back again. [Exit Long: 
Ser. Well ſaid, be reſolute a while, I know 


There is a Tide of Honours coming on: 
I warrant you. 


Enter Bewford. | 
Few. Where is this new made Knight? 
Gent. Here, Sir. 
Bew. Let me enfold you in my Arms, 
Then call you Lord, the King will have it ſo, 
Who doth entreat your Lordſhip to remember 
His Meſſage ſent to you by Longuevile. 
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Ser. If ye be dirty, and dare not mount aloft; 
You may yield now, I know what I would do. 
Gent. Peace, I will fit him; tell his Majeſty 
I am a Subject, and I do confeſs 
I ſerve a gracious Prince, that thus hath heap'd 
Honours on me without deſert; but yet 
As for the Meſſage, Buſineſs urgeth me, 
I muſt be gone, and he muſt pardon me, 
Were he ten thouſand Kings and Emperors. 
Bew. I'll tell him fo. 
Ser. Why, this was like your (elf. 
Bew. As he hath wrought him, 'tis the fineſt Fellow 
That e' er was Chriſtmaſs Lord, he carries it 
So truely to the Life, as though he were 
One of the Plot to gull himſelf. Exit Bewford. 
Serv. Why ſo, you ſent the wiſeſt and the ſhrewdeſt 
Unto the King, ſwear, my honourcd Friend, (Anſwer 
That ever any Subject ſent his Liege. 
Cent. Nay now I know I have him on the Hip, 
I' follow it. 


Enter — 22 


Long. My honourable Lord, 
Give me your noble Hand right courtcous Peer, 
And from henceforth be a courtly Earl ; 
The King ſo wills, and Subjects mult obey : 
Only he doth deſire you to conſider 
Of his Requeſt. 
Serv, Why faith you're well my Lord, yield to him. 
Gent. Yield? Why 'twas my Plot. 
Ser. Nay, twas your Wife's Plot, 
Gent. Lo get Preferment by it, 
And thinks he now to pop me i'th* Mouth 
But with an Earldome? I'll be one Step higher. 
Serv, Tis the fineſt Lord, I am afraid anon : 
He will ſtand upon t to ſhare the Kingdom with him. 
Enter Bewford. 
Bew. W here's this courtly Earl? 
His Majeſty commends his Love unto you; 
And will you but now grant to his Requeſt, 
He bids you be a Duke, and os of whence, 
4 
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Ser. Why if you yield not now, you are undone; 
What can you wiſh to have more, but the Kingdom? 


Gent. So pleaſe his Majeſty, I would be Duke of Bu. 
Becauſe I like the Place. 


und 
Bew. I know the King is pleas'd. (gndy, 


Gent. Then will I ſtay and kiſs his Highneſs Hand. 
Bew. His Majeſty will be a glad Man when he hears it. 
Long. But how ſhall we keep this from the World's Ear, 
That ſome one tell him not, he is no Duke? 
Ser. We'll think of that anon. 
Why Gentlemen, ls this a gracious Habit for a Duke? 
Each gentle Body ſet a Finger too 
To pluck rhe Clouds of this his riding Weeds 
From off the orient Sun of his beſt Cloaths ; 
VII pluck one Boot and Spur off. 
Long. I another. 
Bew. VII pluck his Jerkin off. 
Ser. Sit down, my Lord: 
Both his Spurs off at once good Longuevile, 
And Bewford, take that Scarfe off, and that Hat 
Doth not become his largely ſprouting Forehead. 
Now ſet your gracious Foot to this of mine, 
One pluck will do it; fo, off with the other. 
Long. Lo, thus your Servant Longuevile doth pluck 
The Trophy of your former Gentry off. 
Off with his Jerkin, Bewford. 
Ser. Didſt thou never ſce 
A nimble-footed Tailor ſtand fo in his Stockings. 
Whilſt ſome Friend help'd to pluck his Jerkin off, 
To dance a Jigg ? 
Enter Jaques. 
Long. Here's his Man Faques come, 
Booted and ready till. 
Faq. My Miſtreſs ſtays; 
Why how now, Sir? What does your Worſhip mean, 
To pluck your grave and thrifty Habit off. 
Gent. My Shppers, Jaques. 
Long. O thou mighty Duke, 
Pardon this Man, 


That thus hath treſpaſſed in Ignorance. 


. Gent, 
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Gent. I pardon him. 
Lang. His Grace's Slippers, Jaques. 
Jad. Why what's the matter? 
Long. Foot-man, he's a Duke: 
The King hath rais'd him above all his Land. 
Jag. III to his Couſin preſently, and tell him ſo; 
Owhat a Dung-bill Country Rogue was I. ¶ Exit Jaques. 
Enter 2 
Ser. See, ſee, my Miſtreſs. 
Long. Let's obſerve their greeting. 
Wife. Unto your Will, as every good Wife ought, 
I have turn'd all my thoughts, and now am ready. 
Gent. O Wife, I am not worthy to kiſs the leaſt 
Of all thy Toes, much leſs thy Thumb, 
Which yet I would be bold with; all thy Counſel 
Hath been to me Angelica], but mine to thee 
Hath been moſt dirty, like my Mind: 
Dear Dutcheſs, I muſt ſtay. 
Wife. What are you mad, to make me 
Dreſs, and undreſs, turn and wind me, 
Becauſe you find me plyant ? ſaid I not 
The whole World ſhould not alter me, if once 
I were reſolv'd ? and now you call me Dutchels - 
Why what's the matter? 
Gent. Lo a Knight doth kneel. 
Wife. A Knight? 
Gent, A Lord. 
Wife. A Fool. 
Gent. I ſay doth kneel an Earl, a Duke. 
Long. In Drawers. 
Bew. Without Shoes. 
Wife. Sure you are Lunatick. 
Ser. No, honoured Dutcheſs, 
I: you dare but believe your Servant's truth, 
know he is a Duke. 
Long. God fave his Grace. 
Wie, I ask your Grace's Pardon. 
Gent. 'Then I riſe, 
id here, in token that all ſtrife ſhall end 
:Twixt thee and me, I let my Drawers fall, 


* 


And 
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And to thy Hands I do deliver them, 

Which ſignifies, that in all Acts and Speeches, 

From this time forth, my Wife ſhall wear the Breeches 
Serv, An honourable Compoſition. [ Exennt 


ACT IL SCENE] 


Enter Couſin and Jaques, 


Couſ. gf ALL I believe thee, Jaques? 
Fag. Sir, you may. 
Couſ. Didſt thou not dream? 
Jag. 1 did not. 
Couſ. Nor imagine? 
Jag. Neither of both: I ſaw him great and mighty, 

I ſaw the Monſieurs bow, and heard them cry, 

Good Health and Fortune to my Lord the Duke, 
On ſ. A Duke art ſure? a Duke? 
7aq. 1 am ſure a Duke, 

And ſo ſure, as I know my ſelf for Jaques. 

Conſ. Vet the Sun may dazel: Jaques, was it not 

Some lean Commander of an angry Block-houſc, 

To keep the Fleemiſh Eel-Boats from Invaſion, 

Or ſome bold Baron able to diſpend 

His fifty Pounds a Year, and meet the Foe 

Upon the King's Command, in gilded Canvas, 

And do his Deeds of worth ? Or was it not 

Some Place of Gain, as Clerk to the great Band 

Of Maribones, that People call the Switzers ? 

Men made of Beef and Sarcenet? (Preſence? 
Faq. Is a Duke's Chamber hung with Nobles like a 
as I am ſomething wavering in my Faith; 

Would you would ſettle me, and ſwear tis ſo, 

Is he a Duke indeed ? | 
Fag. I ſwear he is. | 

_ Couf. I am ſatisfy'd, he is my Kinſman, Jaques, 

And 1 his poor unworthy Couſin, 
Jag. True, Sir. 


Cinſ 


Bd #*uU._ _— a 


The Noble Gentleman. 3119 


Couſ, 1 might have been a Duke too, I had means, 
A Wife as fair as his, and as wiſe as his; 
And could have brookt the Court as well as his, 

And laid about her for her Husband's Honour: 
O Jaques, had I ever dreamt of this, 
| had prevented him. 
aq. Faith, Sir, it came 
Above our Expectation, we were wiſe 
Only in ſeeking to undo this Honour, | 
Which ſhew'd our Dung-hill breeding and our Dirt. 

Couſ. But tell me, Jaques, | 
Why could we not perceive ? what dull Devil 
Wrought us to croſs this noble courſe, perſwading 
Twould be his Overthrow ? *fore me a Courtier 
Is he that knows all, Jaques, and does all, 

'Tis as his noble Grace hath often ſaid, 
And very on Faques, we are Fools, 
And underſtand juſt nothing. 
Jag. Ay, as we were, I confeſs it. 
But rifing with our great Maſter, 
We ſhall be call'd to knowledge with our places, 
Tis nothing to be wiſe, not thus much there, 
There's not the leaſt of the Billet-dealers, 
Nor any of the Paſtry, or the Kitchen, 
But have it in meaſure delicate. 

Cuſ. Methinks this greatneſs of the Duke's my Couſin's, 
(la k you mercy, Jaques, that near Name 
Is too familiar for me) ſhould give promiſe 
Of ſome great Benefits to his Attendants. 

Faq. 1 have a ſuit my ſelf, and it is ſure, 

Or I miſtake my ends much. 
* Couſ. What is't, Faques, 
May I not crave the place? VT - eo 
Jag. Yes, Sir, you ſhall, _ 
'Tis to be but his Grace's Secretary, 
Which is my little all, and my Ambition, 
'Till my known Worth ſhall rake me by the Hand 
And ſet me higher; how the Fates may do 
ln this poor Thread of Life, is yet uncertain; 
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I was not born, I take it, for a Trencher, 
Nor to eſpouſe my Miſtreſs Dairy-maid. 
Corſ. I am reſolv'd my Wife ſhall up to Court; 
T'1l furniſh her, that is a ſpeeding courſe, 
And cannot chuſe but breed a mighty Fortune; 
W hat a fine Youth was 1, to let him ſtart, 
And get the riſe before me? I'll diſpatch, 
And put my ſelf in Monies. 
Jag. Maſs 'tis true, 
And now you talk of Mony, Sir, my buſineſs 
For taking thoſe Crowns muſt be diſpatch'd: 
This little Plot in the Country lies moſt fit 
To do his Grace ſuch ſerviceable uſes, 
I muſt about it. 
Couſ. Vet, before you go, 
Give me your hand, and bear my humble ſervice 
To the great Duke your Maſter, and his Dutcheſs, 
And live your ſelf in favour: Say, my Wife 
Shall there attend them ſhortly, ſo farewel. 
Faq. lll ſee you mounted, Sir. 
Corſ. It may not be, 
Your Place is far above it, ſpare your ſelf, 
And know I am your Servant, fare ye well. | Exit C/. 
Faq. Sir, I ſhall reſt to be commanded by you, 
This place of Secretary will not content me, 
I muſt be more and greater: let me ſee ; 
_ To be a Baron is no ſuch great matter 
As People take it: for ſay I were a Count, 
I am ſtill an under Perſon to this Duke, 5 
Which meth inks ſounds but harſhly: but a Duke? 
O I am ſtrangely taken, 'tis a Duke 
Or nothing; I'll adviſe upon't, and ſee | 
What may be done by Wit and Induſtry. [Exit. 
Enter Wife, Longuevil, Bewford and Servants. 
Wiſe. It muſt be carricd cloſely, with a care 
That no Man ſpeak unto him, or come near him, 
Without our private knowledge, or be made 
| Afore-hand to our Practice: 
My good Husband, 
I ſhall entreat you now to ſtay a while, 


Ihe Noble Gentleman. 3121 


And prove a noble Coxcomb. 
Gentlemen, 
Your Counſel and Advice about this Carriage. 
Ser. Alas, . Man, I do begin to mourn 
His dire Maſſacre; what a Perſecution 
Is pouring down upon him ? ſure he is ſinful. 
Long. Let him be kept in's Chamber, under ſhew 
Of State and Dignity, and no Man ſuffer'd 
To ſee his noble Face, or have Acceſs, 
But we that are Conſpirators. (his Tenants, 
Bew. Or elſe down with him into the Country amongſt 
There he may live far longer in his Greatneſs, | 
And play the Fool in Pomp amongſt his Fellows. 
Wife. No, he ſhall play the Fool in the City, and ſtay, 
I will not loſe the greatneſs of this Jeſt, 
That ſhall be given to my Wit, for the whole Revenues. 
Ser. Then thus; we'll have a Guard about his Perſon, 
That no Man come too near him, and our ſelves 
Always in company; have him into the City 
To ſee his Face ſwell; whilſt, in divers corners, 
Some of our own appointing ſhall be ready 
To cry Heav'n bleſs your Grace, long live your Grace. 
Wife. Servant, your Counſel's excellent good, 
And ſhall be follow'd; *rwill be rarely ſtrange 
To ſee him ſtated thus, as though he went 
A ſhroving through the City, or intended 
To ſet up ſome new Wake: 
I ſhall not hold 
From open Laughter, when I hear him cry, 
Come hither my ſweet Dutcheſs; let me kiſs 
Thy gracious Lips: for this will be his Phraſes? 
| fear me nothing but his Legs will break 
Under his mighty weight of ſuch a Greatneſs. 
Bew. Now methinks, deareſt Lady, you are too cruel ; 
His very Heart will freeze in knowing this. 
Wife. No, no, the Man was never of ſuch deepneſs, 
To make Conceit his Maſter: Sir, Vl aſſure ye 
He will out-live twenty ſuch Pageants. 
Were he but my Couſin, or my Brother, 


And ſuch a deſperate killer of his Fortune, [ 
a d0 n 
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In this belief he ſnould dye, though it coſt me 
A thouſand Crowns a Day to hold it up; 
Or were | not known his Wife, and ſo to have 
An equal feeling of this Ill he ſuffers, 
He ſhould be thus, till all the Boys 'th* Town 
Made ſuit to wear his Badges in their Hats, 
And walk before his Grace with Sticks and N oſe-pays: 
We Married Women hold — 
Ser. Tis well, no more. 
The Duke is entring, ſet your Faces right, 
And bow like Country Prologues : Here he comes, 
Make room afore, the Duke is entring. 
Enter Duke. 
Long. The choiceſt Fortunes wait upon our Duke. 
Ser. And give him all Content and Happineſs. 
Bew. Let his great Name live to the end of time: 
Duke. Wethank you, andarepleas'd to give you notice 
We ſhall at fitter times wait on your Loves, 
Till when, be near us. 
Long. Tis a valiant Purge, and works extreamly; 
Thas delivered him 
Of all right worſhipful and gentle Humours, 
And left his Belly full of Nobleneſs. 
Duke. It vleaſed the King my Maſter, 
For ſundry Virrues not unknown to him, 
And the all- ſeeing State, to lend his Hand, 
And raiſe me to this Eminence ; how this 
May ſeem to other Men, or ſtir the Minds 
Of ſuch as are my fellow Peers, I know nor, 
I would deſire their loves in juſt deſigns. 
Wife. Now by my Faith he does well, very well: 
Beſhrew my Heart I have not ſeen a better, 
Of a raw Fellow, that before this day 
Never rehearſt his State: tis marvellous well. 
Ser. ls he not Duke indeed, ſee how he looks 
As if his Spirit were a laſt or two 
Above his Veins, and ſtretcht his noble Hide. (not. 
Long. He's high-brac'd like a Drum, pray God he break 
Bow. Why let him break, there's but 3 loſt. 
Ig. 
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Long. May it pleaſe your Grace to ſee the City, 
will be to the Minds and much contentment 
Of the doubtful People. 

Duke. I am determin'd fo, *till my return 
leave my honour'd Dutcheſs to her Chamber. 

Be careful of your Health, I pray you be ſo. 

Ser. Your Grace ſhall ſuffer us your humble Servents 
To give Attendance, fit ſo great a Perſon 
Upon your Body. 

Duke. I am pleaſed ſo. 

Lon, Away 2 Bemford, raiſe a Guard ſufficient 
To keep him from the reach of Tongues, be quick; 
And do you hear, remember how the Streets 
Muſt be diſpos'd with, for Cries, and Salutations. 
Vour Grace determines not to ſee the King 

Duke. Not yet, I ſhall be ready ten days hence 
To kiſs his Highneſs Hand, and give him thanks, 
As it is fit I ſhould, for his great Bounty. 

Set forward, Gentlemen. 
Groom. Room for the Duke there. 


Exeunt Duke and Train. 
Wife, Tis fit he ſhould have room to ſhew his Mighti- 
He {we!l: {© with his Poyſon, (neſs, 


'Tis better to reclaim ye thus, than make 
A Sheep's-head of you, it had been but your due; 
But [| have mercy, Sir, and mean to reclaim you 
By a directer courſe. 
That Woman is not worthy of a Soul, 
That has the ſovereign Power to rule her Husband, 
And gives her Title up, ſo long provided 
As there be fair play, and his State not wrong'd. 
Enter Shattillion. (ſprings, 
Shat. T would be glad to know whence this new Duke 
The People buz abroad; or by what Title 
e recelv'd his Dignity, 'tis very ſtrange 
There ſhould be ſuch cloſe jugling in the State; 
But I am ty'd to ſilence, yet a day 
av come, and ſoon, to perfect all theſe doubts. 
Wife. It is the mad Sbartillion, by my Soul, 
L ſufler much for this poor Gentleman; 5 
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P11 ſpeak to him, may be he yet knows me: 
Monſieur Shattillion. | 
Sbat. Can you give me reaſon from whence 
This great Duke ſprang, that walks abroad? 
Wife. Even from the King himſelf, 
Shat. As you are a Woman, I think you may be coverd. 
Yet your Prayer would do no harm, good Woman. 
Wife. God preſerve him. 
Enter Shattillion's Love. 
Sbat. I fay Amen, and ſo fay all good Subjects. 
Love. Lady, as ever you have lov'd, or ſhall, 
As you have hope of Heav'n, lend your Hand 
And Wit, to draw this poor diſtracted Man 
Under your Roof, from the broad Eyes of People, 
And wonder of the Streets. 
Wife. With all my Heart; 
My feeling of his grief and loſs is much. 
e. Sir, now you are come ſo near the Priſon, will ye 
Go in, and viſit your fair Love: poor Soul 
She would be glad to ſee you. 
at. This ſame Duke is but 
Apocryphal, there's no Creation 
That can ſtand, where Titles are not right. 
Love, Tis true, Sir. 
Shat. This is another draught upon my Life; 
Let me examine well the words I ſpake. 
The words I ſpake were, that this novel Duke 
Is not o'th* true making, tis to me moſt certain. 
Wife. You are as right, Sir, as you went by Line. 
Shat. And to the grief of many thouſands moe. 
Wife. If there be any ſuch, God comfort them. (pleaſe 
Shar. Whoſe Mouths may open when the time ſhall 
I'm betray'd, commend me to the King, 
And tell him I am ſound, and crave but Juſtice; 
You ſhall not need to have your Guard upon me, 
Which I am ſure are plac'd for my attachment; 
Lead on; I'm obedient to my Bonds. 
Love. Good Sir, be not diſpleaſed with us; 
We are but Servants to his Highneſs will, 
To make that good, 
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Vat. I do forgive you even with my Heart; 
Gall 1 intreat a Favour ? 
Wife. Any thing. 
Shat. To ſee my Love before that fatal Stroak, 
And publiſh to the World my Chriſtian Death, 
And true Obedience to the Crown of France. 
Love. IJ hope it ſhall not need, Sir, for there is Mercy, 
As well as Juſtice, in his Royal Heart. | Exeunt. 
Enter three Gentlemen. 
Gent. Every Man take his Corner, here am I, 
You there, and you in that Place, fo be perfect, 
Have a great Care your Cries be loud; and Faces 
Full of dejected Fear and Humbleneſs. 
He comes. 
Enter Jaques. 
Jag. Fie, how theſe Streets are charg'd and ſwell'd 
With theſe ſame raſcally People? Give more Room, 
Or I ſhall have occaſion to diſtribute 
A martial Alms amongſt you; as I am a Gentleman 
I have not ſeen ſuch rude Diſorder, 
They follow him like a Prize, there's no true Gaper 
Like to your Citizen, he will be ſure 
The Bears ſhall not paſs by his Door in Peace, 
But he and all his Family will follow. 
Room there afore; ſound. 
Enter Duke and his C1mpany. 
Faq. Give Room, and keep your Placer, 
And you may ſee enough; keep your Places. 
Long. Theſe People are too far unmanner'd, thus 
To ſtop your Grace's way with Multitudes. x 
Duke. Rebuke them not, good Monſieur, 'tis their 
Which I will anſwer, it it pleaſe my Stars (Loves 
To ſpare me Life and Health. 
2 Gent. Bleſs your Grace. 
Duke. And you, with all my Heart. 
Gent. Now Heav'n preſerve your happy Days: 
Duke. I thank you too. 
Gent. Now Heav'n ſave your Grace; 
Duke. 1 thank you all. 


Bew. On there before. : 
Vor. VI. T Duke. 
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Dufte. Stand, Gentlemen, ſtay yet a while, 
For I am minded to impart my Love 
To theſe good People and my Friends, 
Whoſe Love and Prayers for my Greatneſs 
Are equal in abundance; note me well, 
And with my Words, my Heart; for as the Tree 
Long. Your Grace had beſt beware, twill be informed 
Your Greatneſs with the People. 
Duke. I had more, 
My honeſt and ingenious People But 
The Weight of Buſineſs hath prevented me, 
I am calPd from you; but this Tree I ſpake of 
Shall bring forth Fruit, 1 hope, to your Content. 
And ſol thare my Bowels amongſt you all. 
Omnes. A noble Duke, a very noble Duke. 
Enter a Gentieman. 
Ser. Afore there, Gentlemen. 
Gent. You're faithfully mer, good Monſieur, Mount 
Ser. Be advis'd, the time is alter'd. (Marine, 
Gent. Is he not the ſame Man he was afore? 
Duke. Still the ſame Man to you, Sir. 
Long. Y ou havereceiv'd mighty Grace, be thankful, 
Gent. Let me not die in Ignorance. 
Long. You ſhall not. 
Then know, the King, out of his love, hath plcas'd 
To ſtile him Duke of Burgundy. 
Gent. O great Duke, 
Thus low I plead for Pardon, and deſire 
To be enrol'd amongſt your pooreſt Slaves. 
Duke. Sir, you have Mercy, and withal my Hand, 
From henceforth let me call you one of mine. 
Ser. Make room afore there, and diſmiſs the People. 
Dis ce. Every Man to his Houle in Peace and quiet. (Duke. 
Peo. Now Heav'n preſerve the Duke, Heav'n bleſs the 
| [ Exetnt. 


Enter Wife. 

Wife. This Letter came this Morn from my Couſin; 

To the great Lady, high and mighty Dutcheſs 
Of Burgundy, be theſe delivered. Oh, 


Fot 
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For a ſtronger Lace to keep my Breath 
That I may laugh the nine Days, till the Wonder 
Fall ro an Ebb: The high and mighty Dutcheſs ? 
The high and mighty God? What a Stile is this? 
Methinks it goes like a Duchy Lope-man, 
A Ladder of an hundred Rounds will fail 
Toreach the Top on't: Well, my gentle Couſin, 
I know, by theſe Contents, your itch of Honour; 
Lou muſt to the Court you ſay, and very ſhortly ; 
You ſhall be welcome; and it your Wife have Wit, 
[Il put her in a thriving Courſe, if not 
Her own Sin on her own Head, not a Blot 
Shall ſtain my Reputation, only this 
I muſt for Healths fake ſometimes make an Afs 
Of the tame Moil my Husband; *rwill do him good, 
And give him freſher Brains, me freſher Blood. 
Now for the noble Duke, I hear him coming. 
Enter Duke and his Train. 

Your Grace is well return'd. 

Duke. As well as may be, 
Never in younger Health, never more able: 
| mean to be your Bed- fellow this Night, 
Let me have good Encounter, 

Bew. Bleſs me Heav'n, 
What a hot Meat this Greatneſs is? 

Long. It may be lo, 
For 1']l be ſworn he hath not got a Snap 
This rwo Months on my Knowledge, or her Woman 
is damn'd for ſwearing it. 

Duke. I thank you Gentlemen for your Attendance, 
And alſo your great Pains, pray know my Lodgings 
Better and oftner, do ſo, Gentlemen. 

Now by my Honour, as I am a Prince, 

| ſpeak ſincerely, know my Lodgings better, 
And be not Strangers, I ſhall ſee your Service 
And your Deſervings, when you leait expect. 

Om. We humbly thank your Grace for this great 
Duke. Faques? | 
Jag. Your Grace. 4 
Duke, Be ready for the Country, 
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And let my Tenants know the King's great Love: 
Say I would ſee them, but the Weight at Court 
Lyes heavy on my Shoulders; let them know 
I do expect their Duties in Attendance 
Againſt the next Feaſt, wait for my comin 
To take up Polt Horſe, and be full of Speed. Ex. Jaq 
Wife. I would defire your Grace . 
Duke. You ſhall defire, and have your 
Full Defire : Sweet Dutchels, ſpeak. 
Wife. To have ſome Conference with a Gentleman 
That ſeems not altogether void of Reaſon, 
He talks of Titles, and things near the Crown, 
And knowing none ſo fit as your Grace, 
To give the Difference in ſuch Points of State 
Duke. What is he ? If he be noble, or have any Part 
That's worthy our Converſe, we do accept him. 
Wife. I can aſſure your Grace, his Strain is noble, 
But he's very ſubtle. 
Duke. Let him be ſo. 
Let him have all the Erains, I ſhall demonſtrate 
How this moſt Chriſtian Crown of France can bear 
No other ſhew of Title than the King's. 
I will go in and meditate for half an Hour, 
And then be ready for him preſently, 
I will convert him quickly, or confound him. 
Ser. Is mad Sharrillion here? 
Mie. Is here, and's Lady, 
I prithee Servant fetch him hither. 
Ser. Why, what do you mean to put him to? 
Wife. To chat with the mad Lad my Husband; 
Twill be brave to hear them ſpeak, babble, 
Stare and prate. 
Bew. But what ſhall be the end of all this, Lady? 
Enter Shattillion and Lady. 
| Wife. Leave that to me, now for the grand Diſpute, 
| For ſee, here comes Shattillion ; asl live, mathinks 
All Frauce ſhould bear part of his Griefs, 
Long. I'll fetch my Lord the Duke. 
Sbat. Where am I now, or whither will you lead me? 
To my Death? I crave my Privilege, 
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I muſt not die, but by juſt Courſe of Law. we 
Ser. His Majeſty hath ſent by me your Pardon, 
He meant not you ſhould die, but would intreat you 
To lay the full State of your Title open, 
Unto a grave and noble Gentleman, 
Enter Duke and Longuevile. 
The Duke of Burgundy, who here doth come, 
Who, either by his Wiſdom will confute you, 
Or elſe inform and ſatisfie the King. 
Bew. May t pleaſe your Grace, this is the Gentleman. 
Duke. ls this he that chops Logick with my Liege? 
Hat. D'ye mock me? Youare great, the time will come, 
When you ſhall be as much contemn'd as I. | 
W here are the ancient Compliments of France, 
The Upſtarts brave, the Princes of the Blood? 
Duke. Your Title Sir, in ſhort. 
Shat. He mult, Sir, 
Be a better Stateſ- man than your ſelf, that can 
Trip me in any thing, I will not ſpeak 
Before theſe Witneſſes. 
Duke. Depart the Room, for none ſhall Nay, 
No, not my deareſt Dutcheſs. 
Wife. We'll ſtand behind the Arras and hear all. [ Exe. 
Duke. In that Chair take your Place, I in this, 
Diſcourſe your Title now. 
Hat. Sir, you ſhall know, 
My Love's true Title, mine by Murriage, 
Setting aſide the firſt Race of French Kings, 
Which will not here concern us, as Pharamond, 
With Clodian, Merovens, and Chilperick, 
And to come down unto the ſecond Race, 
Which we will likewiſe ſlip=— 
Duke. But take me with you. 
Hat. I pray you give me leave, of Martel Charles, 
The Father of King Pippin, who was Sire 
To Charles, the Great and famous Charlemain. 
And to come to the third Race of French Kings, 


Which will not be greatly pertinent in this Cauſe, 
Betwixt the King and me, of which you know 
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Next his Son Robert, Henry then, and Philip 
With Lewis, and his Son a Lewis too, 
And of that Name the Seventh, but all this 
Springs from a Female, as it ſhall appear. 
Duke. Now give me leaye; I grant you this your Title, 
At the firſt fight, carries ſome ſhew of Truth 
But if ye weigh it well, ye ſhall find Light. 
Is not his Majeſty poſſeſt in Peace, 
And Juſtice executed in his Name? 
And can you think the moſt Chriſtian Kin 
Would do this, if he ſaw not reaſon for it! 
Ghar. But had not the Tenth Lewis a ſole Daughter? 
Dube. 1 cannot tell. 
Shar. But anſwer me directly. 
Duke. Tt is a moſt ſeditious Queſtion. 
Char. Is this your Juſtice? 
Duke. I ſtand for my King. 
Sbat. Was ever Heir-Apparent thus abus'd ? 
Pl have your Head for this. 
Duke. Why, do your worſt. | 
Shat. Will no one ſtir to apprehend this Traitor? 
A Guard about my Perſon, will none come? 
Muſt my own Royal Hands perform the Deed? 
Then thus I do arreſt you. 
Duke, Treaſon, help. . 
Enter Wife, Longuevile, Bewford and Servant. 
Wife. Help, help, my Lord and Husbard. 
Duke. Help the Duke, 
Long. Forbear his Grace's Perſon. 
Shat. Forbear you to touch him that 
Your Heir-apparent weds z | 
But by this Hand, I will have all your Heads. [ Exit. 
Ser. How doth your Grace? ; 
Duke, Why? well. 
Ser. How do you find his Title? 
Duke. "Tis a 2 one, 
As can come by a Female. 
Ser. Ay, tis true, | 
But the Law Salique cuts him off from all. _ , 
Long. I do beſeech your Grace, how ſtands his Title? 


Duke. 
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Dube. Pe w, nothing; the Law Salique cuts him off from 
Wife. My gracious Husband, you mult now prepare, (all. 
In all your Grace's Pomp to entertain 
Your Couſin, who is now a Convertite, 
And follows here, this Night he will be here. 
Duke. Be ready all in haſte, I do int: nd, 
To ſhew before my Couſin's wondring Face, 
The Gicatneſs of my Pomp, and of my Place. 
| Excnmt. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter Couſin, his Wife, and Servant. 


Couſ. 8 Irrah, is all things carry'd to the Tailor? 
The Meaſure, and the Faſhion of the Gown, 
With the beſt Trim? 
Ser. Yes, Sir, and 'twill be ready within this two Days, 
Couſ. For my ſelf 1 care not, 
| have a Suit or two of ancient Velvet, 
Which with ſome ſmall correcting and Addition, 
May ſteal into the Preſence. (my life 
Wife, Would my Gown were ready; Husb nd, II lay 
To make you ſomething c'er to morrow Night. 
Ciuſ. It muſt not be | 
Before we ſee the Duke, and have Advice, 

How to behave our ſelves: Let's in the while, (us. 
And keep our ſelves from knowledge, till Lime Hall call 
Euter Longuevile and Bewford. 

Long. I much admire the fierce Maſcuiine Spirit 
Of this dread Amazon. 
Bew. This following Night I'll have a W each in ſolace. 
Long. Sir, I hear you, 
And will be with you if I live, no more. 
4 Enter Maria. 
Mar. My I. ady would intreat your Preſence, Gentlemen. 
Bew. We will obey your Lady, ſhe is worthy. 
Long. Vou, light alone, a Word or two. 
Mar. Your Will, Sir. 


- 


T 4 Long. 
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Long. Hark in your Ear; Wilt thou be marry'd? Speak, 
Mar. Marry'd? To whom, Sir? (wiltthou marry? 
Long. To a proper Fellow, landed, and able-body'd. 
Mar. Why do you flout me, Sir? (be free? 
Long. I {wear I do not; I love thee for thy Lady's ſake, 
Mar. It I could meet ſuch Matches as you ſpeak of, 
I were a very Child to loſe my time, Sir. 
Long. What ſay'ſt thou ro Monſieur Bewford? 


Aar. Sir, I ſay he's a proper Gentleman, and far 
Above my Means to look at. 


Long. Doſt thou like him? 

Mar. Yes, Sir, and ever did. 

Long. He 1s thine own. 

Mar. You are too great in Promiſes. | 

Long. Be rul'd, and follow my Advice, he ſhall bethine, 

Mar. Would you would make it good, Sir. 

Long. Do but thus, 

Get thee a Cuſhion underneath thy Cloaths, 

And leave the reſt to me. 

Mar. VII be your Scholar, 

I cannot loſe much by the Venture ſure. 

Long. Thou wilt loſe a pretty Maiden-head, my Rogue, 

Or I am much ith* bow Hand; you'll remember, 

If all this take effect, who did it for you? 

And what I may deſerve for ſuch a Kindneſs. 

Mar, Yours, Sir. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Jaques and Shattillion ſeverally. 

| Jag. Save ye, Sir. 

Sat. Save the King. | 

Faq. I pray you, Sir, which is the neareſt way. 

Shat. Save the King, This is the neareſt way: 

Fag. Which is the neareſt way to the Poſt-houſe ? 

Shat. God fave the King and his Poſt-houſe. 

I pray Sir direct me to the Houſe. | 

Shar. Heav'nfave the King, · you cannot catch me, Sir. 

7ag. I do not underſtand you, Sir. 

Shat. You do not, I ſay you cannot catch me, Sir. 

Fag. Not catch you, Sir? 

Shat. No, Sir, nor can the King, i 

Wich all his Stratagems, and his forced Tricks, 

Although 
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Although he put his Nobles in diſguiſe; 
Never ſo oft to ſift into my words, 
By courſe of Law, lay hold upon my Life, 
Faq. It is buſineſs that my Lord the Duke 
Is by the King imployed in, and he thinks 
I am acquainted with it. 
Shar. I ſhall not need to rip the cauſe up, 
From the firſt, to you; 
But if his Majeſty had ſuffer'd me 
To marry her, though ſhe be after him, 
The right Heir general ro the Crown of France, 
| wot not have convey*d her into Spain, 
As it was thought, nor would I e' er have joyn'd 
With the reformed Churches, to make them 
Stand for my Cauſe. 
Faq. I do not think you would. 
Shat. I thank you, Sir. 
And ſince I ſee you are a Favourer 
Of Virtues, kept in Bondage; 
Tell directly to my Sovereign King, 
For ſo I will acknowledge him for ever, 
How you have found my ſtaid Affections 
Settled for Peace, and for the preſent State. 
Faq. Why, Sir? 
Sbat. And good Sir, tell him further this, 
That notwithſtanding all Suggeſtions 
Brought to him againſt me, and all his Suſpicions, 
Which are innumerable to my Treaſons, 
If he will warrant me bur publick Tryal, 
I'll freely yield my ſelf into his Hands; 
Can he have more than this? 
Jag. No by my troth. 
Sbat. I would his Majeſty would hear but Reaſon, 
As well as you. a 
| Faq. But Sir, you do miſtake me, 
For I never ſaw the King 
In all my Life but once, therefore good Sir, 
May it pleaſe you to ſhew me which is the Poſt-houſe. 
Sar. Icry you mercy, Sir, then you are my Friend. 
Faq. Yes, Sir. = 
at. 
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Sbar. And ſuch Men are very rare with me, 
The Poſt-houſe is hard by, farewel. 
Jag. I thank you, Sir, I muſt ride hard to Night 
And it is dark already. ; 
Sbat. lam cruel, to ſend this Man directly to his Death 
That is my Friend, and I might eaſily ſave him; 
He ſhall not dye: Come back, my Friend, come back, 
Faq. What is your Will? 
Shat. Do you not know ? 
Jag. Not I. 
Shat. And do you gather nothing by my Face? 
Jag. No, Sir. 
Sbar. Virtue is ever innocent, 
Lay not the fault on me, I grieve for you, 
And with that all my Tears might win your ſafety. 
Faq. Why, Sir? | 
Sher. Alas good Friend, you are undone, 
The more ill Fortune mine, to be the means 
Of your ſad Overthrow ; you know not me? 
24: No truly, Sir. 
bat. Would you had never ſeen me, 
I am a Man purſu'd by the whole State, 
And ſure ſome one hath ſeen me talk with you. 
Jag. Yes, divers, Sir 
Shat. Why then your Head is gone. 
Jag. Ill out of Town. - 
Sbat. Would it were ſoon enough, 
Stay if you love your Life, or elſe you are taken. 
Jag. What ſhall I do? 
Shar. I'll venture deeply for him, 
Rather than to caſt away an Innocent: 
Take courage Friend, Iwill preſerve thy Life, 
With hazard of mine own. 
. Fag. I thank you, Sir. 
Sat. This Night thou ſhalt be lodg'd within my Doors 
W hich ſhall be all lock'd faſt, and in the Morn 
I'll fo provide, you ſhall have free acceſs 
To the Sea- ſide, and ſo be Shipt away, 
E'er any know it. | 
Fag. Good Sir, ſuddenly, I am afraid to dye. 


Sat, | 
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chat. Then follow me. [Exount. 
Enter Shattillion's Love. 

Love. This way he went, and there's the Houſe ; I hope 
His better Angel hath directed him | 
To leave the wandring Streets; poor Gentleman, 
Would 1 were able with as free a Heart, | 


To ſet his Soul right, as I am to grieve 
The ruin of his Fame, which God forgive me; 
Sir, if you be within, I pray Sir ſpeak to me. 
Shar. 1 am within, and will be; what are you? 
Love. A Friend. 
Shat. No, Sir, you mutt pardon me, 
I am acquainted with none ſuch : Be ſpeedy, 
Friend, there is no other remedy. 
Love. A word, Sir, I fay, I am your Friend. 
Sat. You cannot ſcape by any other means, 
Be not fearful, God ſave the King. 
What's your buſineſs, Sir? 
Love. To ſpeak with you. 
Sat. Speak out then. 
Love. Shall I not come up? 


Shar. Thou ſhalt not: Fly,ifthoube'ſt thine own Friend, 
There lies the Suit and all the Furniture 


Belonging to the Head, on with it Friend. 
Love. dr, do you hear? 
Hat. I do, God bleſs the King. 
It was a Habit I had laid aſide 
For my own Perſon, if the State had forced me. 
Love. Good Sir, unlock your Door. (Ambuſh. 
Hat. Be full of ſpeed, I ſee ſome 20 Muſqueticrs in 
What e'er thou art, know I am here and will be, 
Sceſt thou this bloody Sword that cries Revenge? 
Shake not, my Friend, through millions of theſe Foes 
I'll be thy Guard, and ſet thee ſafe aboard. 
Love, Dare you not truſt me, Sir ? 
Shat. My good Sword before me, 
And my Allegeance to the King, I tell thee, 
Caprain, (for ſo I gueſs thee by thy Arms) 
And the looſe Ranks of Halberdiers about thee, 
Thou art too weak and fooliſh to attempt me. 


it 
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If you be ready, follow me, and hark you, 
Upon your lite ſpeak to no living Wight, 
Except my ſelf. 

Love. Monſieur Shattillion? 

Sbat. Thou ſhalt not call again; thus with my Sword, 
And the ſtrong Faith I bear unto the King, 
Whom God preſerve, I will defend my Chamber, 
And cut thy Throat, I ſwear I'll cut thy Throat; 
Steal after me and live. 

Love. I will not ſtay 
The fury of a Man, ſo far diſtracted. [ Exit Love, 

Enter Shattillion. 
Where's the Officer that dares not enter, 
To intrap the life of my diſtreſſed Friend? 
Ay, have you hid your ſelf? you muſt be found, 
What do you fear? is not Authority on your fide? 
Nay, I know the King's Command 
Will be your Warrant, why then fear you ? ſpeak 
What ſtrange deſigns are theſe ? Shattillion, 
Be reſolute and bear thy ſelf upright, 
Though the whole World deſpiſe thee: ſoft, methinks 
F heard a ruſhing which was like the ſhake 
Of a diſcovered Officer, I'll ſearch 
The whole Street over, but I'll find thee out. Exit. 

Enter Jaques in Woman's Apparel, 

Jaq. How my Joins do ſhake ! where had I been 
Bur for this worthy Gentleman, that 
Hath ſome touch of my Infortunes z would I were 
Safe under Hatches once, for Callicut, 

Farewel the Pomp of Court, I never more 

Can hope to be a Duke or any thing, 

J never more ſhall ſce the glorious Face 

Of my fair m— Lord that lov'd me well. 
nter Shattillion. 

Shat. Fly you fo faſt? I had a fight of you, 

But would not follow you; I was too wile, 

You ſhall not lead me with a cunning trick; 
Where you may catch me; poor SHattillion, 

Hath the King's Anger left thee never a Friend? 
No, all Mens loves move by the Breath of Kings. 


Jaq. 


The Noble Gentleman. 3137 


Jag. It is the Gentleman that ſav'd my Life, Sir. 
Shat, Bleſs Shattillion, another Plot. 
aq. No, Sir, tis I. 
Shar. Why, who are you? 
Faq. Your Friend whom you preſerv'd. 
Shat. Whom I preſerv'd ? 
My Friend? I have no Woman Friend but one, 
Who is too cloſe in Priſon to be here : 
Come near, let me look on you. 
Jag. Tis J. 
Shat. You ſhould not be a Woman by your ſtature. 
aq. J am none, Sir. 
Hat. I know it, then keep off, 
Strange Men and Times! how I am ſtill preſerv'd? 
Here they have ſent a Yeoman of the Guard 
Diſguis'd in W oman's Cloaths, to work on me, 
To make love to me; and to trap my words, 
And fo inſnare my Life; I know you, Sir, 
Stand back, upon your Peril, can this be 
In Chriſtian Common- weals? from this time forth 
Il cut off all the means to work on me, 
I' ne'er ſtir from my Houſe; and keep my Doors 
Lockt Day and Night, and cheapen Meat and Drink 
At the next Shops by ſigns out of my Window, 
And having bought it, draw it up in my Garters. 
Jag. Sir, will you help me? 
Hat. Do not follow me, 
Pi] take a courſe to live, deſpight of Men. ¶ Exit Shat. 
Faq. He dares not venture Be me, wetched Jaques ! 
Thou art undone for ever and for ever, 
Never to riſe again? What ſhall I do? 
Enter Bewfort. 
Where ſhall J hide me? here's one to take me, 
| muſt ſtand cloſe, and not ſpeak for my Life. 
Bew. This is the time of Night, and this the haunt, 
In which J uſe to catch my Waſtcoatiers, 
It is not very dark, no, I ſhall ſpie 'em, 
I have walk'd out in ſuch a pitchy Night, 
I could not ſee my Fingers this far off, 
And yet have brought home Veniſon by the nels 
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I hope they have not left their old walk; ah? 
_ Havel ſpied you fitting by this light? 
To me there's no ſuch fine fight in the World, 
As a white Apron *twixt twelve and one; 
See how it gliſters? do you think to ſcape ? 
So, now I have you faſt; come, and do not ſtrive, 
It takes away the edge of Appetite z 
Come, I'll be liberal every way. 
Take heed you make no noiſe, for waking of the Watch, 


Exennt. 


7 Enter Coufin and bis Wife. 

Couſ. Now the bleſſing of ſome happy Guide, 

To bring us to the Duke, and we are ready. 
Enter Longuevile and Servant. 

Come forward, ſee the Door is open d, 
And two of his Gentlemen, III ſpeak ro them, 
And mark how I behave my ſelf. God fave ye, 
For leſs I cannot with to Men of fort, and of your ſeeming: 
Are you of the Duke's? | 

Long. We are, Sir, and your Servants, your ſalutes 
We give you back again with many thanks. 

Couſ, When did you hear ſuch words before, Wife? peace, 
Do you not dare to anſwer yet; is't fit 
So mean a Gentleman as my ſelf ſhould cravd 
The Preſence of the great Duke, your Maſter? 

Ser. Sir, you may kts 

Long. Shall we deſire your Name, and Buſineſs, Sir? 
And we will preſently inform him of you. 

Couf. My Name is Cleremonr. 

Ser. You are his Grace's Kinſman, 
Or I am much miſtaken? 

Conſ. You are right, 
Some of his noble Blood runs through theſe Veins, 
Though far unworthy of his Grace's knowledge. 

Long. Sir, we muſt all be yours; his Grace's Kinſman, 
And we ſo much forgetful? *twas a rudeneſs, 
And muſt attend your Pardon, thus I crave it: 
Firſt to this beauteous Lady, whom I take 

To be your Wife, Sir, next your mercy. 

Couſ. You have it, Sir: I do not like this kiſſi ig, 
It lies ſo open to a world of Wiſhes, Ser. 


— - — —— 
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Ser. This is the merry Fellow; this is he 
That muſt be noble too. | 
Long. And ſo he ſhall. 
If all the Art I have can make him noble, 
Fl dub him with a Knight-hood ; if his Wife 
Will be but forward, and join Iſſue, 
[like her above excellent. 
Ser. Will't pleaſe you 
To walk a turn or two, whilſt to the Duke 
We make your coming known? [ Exe. Ser. and Long. 
Cuſ. I ſhall attend, Sir. 
Wife. Theſe Gentlemen are very proper Men, 
And kiſs the beſt that cer I taſted. 
For goodneſs- ſake, Husband, let us never more 
Come near the Country, whatſoc'er betide us; 
Iam in malice with the memory 
Ot that ſame ſtinking Dung-hill. 
(uf. Why now you are my Chicken and my dear, 
Love where I love, hate where I hate: now 
You ſhall have twenty Gowns, and twenty Chains. 
See, the Door is opening. | 
Groom. Room afore there, the Duke is entring. 
Enter Duke, Wife, Longuevil, Servant and Maria, 
Couf. Tis the Duke, even he himſelf, be merry, 
This is the Golden Age the Poet ſpeaks on. 
Wife. 1 pray it be not brazen'd by their Faces, 
And yet methinks they are the neateſt Pieces 
For ſhape and cutting that e' er | beheld. 


Cuſ. Moſt gracious Duke, my poor Spouſe and my ſelf 


Do kiſs your mighty Foot, and next to that 
The great Hand of your Dutcheſs, ever wiſhing 
Your Honours ever ſpringing, and your Years. 
Duke. Couſin ? 
Cu. Your Grace's Vaſſal, far unworthy 
The ncarneſs of your Blood. 
Duke. Correct me not, I know the word I ſpeak, 
And know the Perſon. | 
Though | be ſomething higher than the place 
here common Men have motion, and deſcending 
Down with my Eye, their Forms are leſſened to me; 


Yet 
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Yet from this pitch can I behold my own, 
From millions of thoſe Men that have no mark, 
And in my fearful ſtoop, can make them ſtand, 
When others feel my Feet, and periſh : Couſin, 
Be comforted, you are very welcome, ſo 

Is your fair Wife; the charge of whom I give 
To my own deareſt, and belt beloved. 

Tell me, you have reſolv'd your ſelf for Court, 
And utterly renounc'd the laviſh Country, 
With all the cares thereof? 

Couſ. 1 have, Sir. 

Duke. Have you diſmiſs'd your eating Houſhold, 
Sold your Hangings of Nebuchadnezar, for ſuch they were, 
As I remember, with the Furnitures 
Belonging to your Beds and Chambers? 

Couſ. Ay, Sir. 5 

Duke. Have you moſt carefully ta'en off the Lead 
From your Roof, weak with Age, and ſo prevented 
The ruin of your Houſe, and clapt hini 
In a Summer ſuit of Thatch, to keep him cool? 

Couſ, All this I have perform'd. (Couſin, 

Duke. Then lend me all your Hands, | will embrace my 
Who is an underſtanding Gentleman, 

And with a Zeal mighty as is my Name, 
Once more I bid you welcome to the Court; 
My State again. 

Dutch. As I was telling you, your Husband 
Muſt be no more Commander, look to that, 

Be ſeveral at Meat, and Lodging, let him have 
Board-wages, and Diet, mongſt his Men i'th' Town; 
For Pleaſure, if he be given to't, let him have it, 
Elſe as your own Fancy ſhall direct you. 

Couſin, you ſee this mighty Man here; he was an Als 
When he came firſt to Town; indeed he was 

Juſt ſuch another Coxcomb as your Husband, 

God bleſs the mark, and every good Man's Child! 
This muſt not ſtir you, Couſin. 

Wife. Heav'n forbid ? 

Long. Sweet Maria; provide the Cuſhion ready for it. 

Mar. It ſhall be done. | 


Duke. 
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Duke. Receive all your Advices from our ſelf, 

Be once a Day with us, and fo farewel 

For this time, my fair Couſin, Gentlemen, 

Conduct him to his Lodging. 

Durch. Farewel, and think upon my Words. 

Wife. I ſhall obſerve them. [ Exe. Duke and Dutcheſs, 
Couſ. Health, and the King's continual Love, attend 


Heav'n give me Patience, ſuch a Pair of Jades 
Were never better ridden to this Hour, 
Pray Heav'n they hold out to the Journeys end. 
Long. Twitch him aſide, good Monſieur, whilſt I break 
Upon the Body of his Strength, his Wife, 
I have a conſtant Promiſe; ſhe is mine own. 
Ser. Ply her to Wind-ward : Monſieur, you have taken 
The moſt compendious way to raiſe your ſelf, 
That could have been delivered by a Counſel. 
Couſ. I have ſome certain Aims, Sir; but my Wife —— 
Ser. Your Wife, you muſt not let that trouble you. 
Conf. It will, Sir, to ſee her in a Stranger's Arms. 
der. What mean you? let her alone, be wiſe, ſtir not a Foot. 
For if you do, all your Hopes are bury'd; 
| ſwear you are a loſt Man if you ſtir. 
» Couſ. I thank you, Sir, I will be more advis'd, 
Ser. But what great Office do you level at? 
Couſ. Sir, they are kiſſing. 
Ser. Let them kiſs, 
And much may do their good Hearts; they mult kits, 
And kiſs, and double kiss, and kits again, 
Or you may kiſs the Poſt for any riſing: 
Had your noble Kinſman ever mounted 
To theſe high Spheres of Honour, now he moves in, 
But for the Kiſſes of his Wife? 
Couſ. 1 know not. 
Ser. Then I do; credit me, he had been loſt, 
A Fellow of no Mark, and no Repute, 
Had not his Wife kiſt ſoon, and very ſweet'y: 
She was an excellent Woman, and diſpatch d him 
To his full being, in a Moment, Sir--[ Exe. Long. and Wife, 
Vol. VI. ag Couſ. 


Ser. Oh fora private Place to caſe my Lungs! (you. 
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Quſ. But yet methinks he would not take her, Sir, 
Into a private Room. | 
Ser, Now ſtand and flouriſh, 
You are a made Man for ever. | 
I do envy you if you ftand your Fortunes up, 
You are the happieſt Man, but on great Couſin, 
This Day in Court: Well, I will marry ſurely, 
And not let every Man out-run me thus. 
*Tis time to be mine own Friend, I live 
In Town here, and direct the readieſt way 
To other Men, and be a Slave my ſelf. 
Couſ. Nay, good Sir, be not mov'd, Iam your Servant, 
| And will not be ungrateful for this Knowledge. 
| Ser. Will you be walking home? 
| Couſ” 1 would defire to have my Wife along. 
Ser. You are too raw, 
| Begone, and take no notice where you left her, 
| Let her return at Le iſure; if ſhe ſtay 
A Month, *twill be the better, underſtand me 
| This Gentleman can do'r. [ Exit Couſin, 
Coin. Iwill, Sir, and Wife remember me, a Duke, a Duke, 
Ser. Aboard her Longuevile, ſhe's thine own, (Wife. 
To me the ſooling of this Fool is venery. Exit Servant. 
Enter Bewford and Jaques. 
Bew Come, prithee come, have l not Crowns? Bchol\ 
| And follow me, here; not a Word, go in, 
Grope by the Walls, and you ſhall find a Bed, 
Lye down there, ſee, ſee, a Turn or two, to give 
My. Blood ſome Heats, and I am preſently 
For Action; Darkneſs by thy Leave, I come. Exit Bew. 
Enter Maria. | 
Mar. I am perfect in my Leſſon, be my Speed, 
Thou God of Marriage; this is the Door, I'll knock. 
Bew. within. Who's there? I cannot come yet. 
Mar. Monſicur Bemford? 
Bew. Stay *till | light a Candle, who are ye? 
Mar. Sir? a poor Gentlewoman. 
Enter Bewford. 


Bew. Oh come in, I'll find a time for you too, be not fn 
| : ar, 
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Mar, Sir, you have found that time already, Shame 
On my Soul therefore. 


Bew. Why? What's the Matter? | 
Mar. Do you not ſee, Sir, is your Light ſo dim? 
Bew. Do you not wait on the Lady, Mount Marine ? 
Mar. I do, Sir, but my Love on you. 

Bew. Poor Soul! How cam'it thou by this big Belly? 

Mar. By your ſelt. 

Bew. By Heav'n I ne'er touch'd your Body. 

Aar. Yes, unfwear that Oath again, I' tell you all; 
Theſe two Years I have lov'd you, but the Means 
How to enjoy you, I did never know 
Till Twelfth-night laſt, when hearing of your Game 
To take up Wenches private in the Night, 
| apprehended ſtraight this Courſe ro make 
My ſelf as one of them, and wait your coming; 

I did ſo and enjoyed you, and now this Child 

That now is quick within me, hide my Shame, 

And marry me, or elſe I muſt be forc'd 
Long. within. Monſieur Bewford, Monſicur Bewford. 
Bew, Who's that calls? | 
Long. Are you a-bed ? 

Few, No, Sir; the Hangings. 

Enter Longuevile. 

Long. Nay, Monſieur, Fl! forbid that, we'll have fair 
Lend me your Candle, are you taken, Bewford? (Play, 
A Lecher of ycur Practice, and cloſe Carriage 
To be diſcovered thus? i am aſham'd 
So great a Maſter in his Art ſhould fail, 

And ſtagger in his Grounds. 

Bew. You're wide, 

This Woman and my ſelf are Man and Wife, 

And have been ſo this half Vear, 

Where are you now? Have I been diſcover'd ? 

You cannot break fo eaſily on me, Sir, 
| am too wary to be open'd by you. 

Long. Bur theſe are but Illuſions. to give Colour 
o your moſt myſtick Leachery, bur Oi, 

The Belly hath betray'd you all, it mult out. 


Bew. Good Longuevile believe me on my Faith, 
Im her Husband. 93 1 


Long. 


1 
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Tong. On my Faith I cannot, unleſs I ſaw 

our Hands faſt, and your Hearts. 

Bew. Why Longuevile, when did | give that to your Ears, 
That was not Truth? By all the World ſhe's mine, 
She is my Wife, and to confirm you better 
I give my ſelf again, here take my Hand 
And I yours, we are once more marry'd : 

Will this content you? 
Long. Yes, I am believing, and God give you Joy. 
Bew. My loving Wife, 1 will not wrong thee, 
Since I am thine and only loved of thee, 
From this Hour I vow my ſelf a new Man, 
Be not jealous; for though I had a Purpoſe 
Jo have ſpent an Hour or two in Solace otherwiſe, 
And was provided for it, yet my Love 
Shall put a better Temper ro my Blood: 
Come out thou Woman of unwholſome Life, 
Be ſorry for thy Sins, and learn to mend; 
Nay, never hide your Face, you thall be ſeen. 

Long. Faques, why Faques, art thou that Jaques, 
The very Staff, and right Hand of our Duke? 
Speak, thou bearded Venus. 

Jag. I am he, by Miracle preſerv'd to be that 7aque:, 
Within this two Hours, Gentlemen, poor Jaques 
Was but as Cnarſe in Grave: A Man of Wiſdom, 
"Chat of my Conſcience, if he had his Right 
Should have a pretty State, but that's all one 
That noble Gentleman did (ave this Lite, 


I keep it from him, 'tis his own. (to the Duke 
Long. Oh Bacchus ! is all the World drunk? Come, well 
And give Thanks tor this De ivery. [ Exennt, 


AEST Y SORNE 1 


Enter Dube and Jaques. 
OT gone unto my Henants, to relate 
My Grace and Honour; the Mightineſs 
Of my new Name, which would have ſtruck a Terro! 
Through 


Duke. 
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Through their coarſe Doublets, to their very Hearts? 
Faq. Alas, great Lord and Maſter, I cou'd ſcarce 
With ſafety of my Life return again 
Unto your Grace's Houle, and bur for one 
That had ſome Mercy, I had ſure been hang'd. 
Duke. My Houle ? 
Faq. Yes, Sir, this Houſe, your Houſe 1th' Town. 
Duke. Jaques, we are diſpleas'd, hath it no Name? 
Jag. What Name? 
Duke. Dull Rogue; what, hath the King beſtow'd 
So many Honours, open'd all his Springs, 
And ſhowred his Graces down upon my Head, 
And has my Houſe no Name? No Title yet ? 
Burgundy Houſe, you Afs. 
Faq. Your Gracc's Mercy, 
And when I was come off, and had recover'd 
Burgundy Houſe, I durſt not yet be ſeen, 
But lay all Night for fear of Pu:ſcvants 
ln Burgundy Privy-houſe. 
Duke. Oh, Sir, 'tis well; 
Can you remember now? But Jaques know, 
vince thy intended Journey is fo croſt, 
Iwill go down my {If this Moraing. 
Ja. Sir? 
Duke. Have I not ſaid this Morning? 
Jag. But conſider, 
That nothing is prepar'd yet ſor your Journey, 
Your Grace's Teams not here to draw your Cloaths, 
And not a Carrier yet in Town to lend by. 
Duke. I fay once more go ahout it, 
You're a wiſe Man, you'd have me linger time, 
"Till l have worn theſe Cloaths out; will ye go ?{ Ex. Jaq. 
Make ye ready, Wile. | 
| Eater Wife. 
Dutch. 1 am ſo, mighty Duke. 
Duke. Nay, for the Country. 
Dutch, How? For the Country? (very, 
Duke. Ves | amreſolv'd to ſee my Tenants in this Bra- 
Make them a ſumptuous For, with a flight ſhew 
Is | 3 
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Of Dives and Lazarrs, and a Squib or two, 
And ſo return. 
Dutch, Why Sir? you are not mad? (ſpeak 
Duke. How many Dukes have ye known mad? | pray 
Dutch. You are the firſt, Sir, and I hope the lag. © 
But you are ſtar k horn- mad. : 
Duke. Forbear, good Wife. 
Dutch. As | have Faith you're mad: Your Horns 
Have been too heavy for you, and have broke 
Your Skull in pieces: If you be in earneſt. 
Duke. Well, you ſhall know my Skull and Wits are 
F'er I have done, and yet | am in earneſt. (whole 
Dutch. Why, do you think I'll go? 
Duke. I know you ſhall. 
Dutch. I ſhall? By what Authority ſhall I? 
Duke. I am your Husband. 
Dutch. True, 1 confeſs it, 
And by that Name, the World hath given you 
A Power to ſway me; but Sir, you ſhall know 
There is a greater Bond that ties me here, 
Allegiance to the King; has he not heap'd 
Thoſe Honours on you to no other end, 
But to ſtay you here, and ſhall 1 have a Hand 
In the offending ſuch a gracious Prince? 
Beſides, our own undoings lyes upon't, 
Were there are no other Cauſe; I do not fee, 
Why you thould go: If I ſhould ſay you ſhould not. 
Duke. Do you think ſo? 
Dutch Yes, Faith. 
Duke. Now, good Wife make me underſtand that Point. 
-Dutch. Why that you ſhall, did I not bring you hither! 
Duke. Yes. | (of the Fire by me? 
Tuteb. And were not all theſe Honours wrought out 
Duke. By you? 
Duich. By me? How ſtrarge you make it? 
When you came firſt, did you not walk the Town, 
In a long Cloak halt Compaſs? An old Hat, 


Lin'd with Vellure, and on it for a Band, 


A Skein of Crimſon Cruil ? 
Duke. I confels it. 


qrich. And took baſe Courſes? Duke. 
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Duke Baſe ? (monſtrous baſe. 
Durch. Baſe, by this Light, extream bale, and ſcurvy, 
Duke. What were theſe Courſes, Wife? 

Dutch, W hy, you ſhall know : 

Did you not thus atrir'd, trot up and down, 
Plotting for vile and louſie Offices, 

And agreed with the Serjeant of the Bears, 
To buy his Place ? Deny this, if you can. 

Duke. Why it is true. 

Dutch. And was not that monſtrous baſe ? 

Due. Be advis'd Wife, a Bear's a princely Beaſt. 

Dutch. A Bear? 

Duke. Yes Wife, and one {ide Veniſon. 

Dutch. Y ou're more than one {ide Fool, lam ſure of that, 

Duke. But ſince you have vext me, Wite,know you ſhall 
Or you ſhall.never have Penny from me. (go; 

Dutch. Nay, I have done, and though I know'twill be 
Your Overthrow, Þ Il not forlake you now. 

Duke. Be rcady then. [Exit Duke. 

Dutch. 1 will. 

Enter Bewford, Longuevile, Servant and Maria. 

Long. What, are you marry'd, Bewford? 

Bew. Ay, as faſt as Words, and Hearts, and Hands, and 

Prieſt can make us. 

Dutch, Oh, Gentlemen, weare undone, 

Long. For what? 

Dutch. This Gentleman, the Lord of Lorgue, my Huſ- 
Will be gone down to ſhew his Play-Fellows (band, 
Where he is gay. 

Bew. What, down into Country? 

Dutch. Yes faith, was ever Fool but he ſo croſs? 

I would as fain be gracious to him, 
As he could wiſh me, but he will not let me; 
Speak faithſully, will he deſerve my Mercy? 

Long. According to his Merits he ſhould wear 
A guarded Coar, and a great wooden Dagger. 

Dutch. If there be any Woman that doth know, 

The Duties *rwixt a Husband and his Wife, 
Will ſpeak but one Word for him, he ſha!l ſcape ; 
ls not that reaſonablc? But there's none, 25 
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Be ready therefore, to purſue the Plot 

We had againſt a Pinch, for he muſt ſtay. 
Long. W ait you here for him, whilſt I go 

And make the King acquainted with your Sport, 

For fear he be incens'd for our attempting 

Places of ſo great Honour, | Exit Longuevile. 
Dutch. Go, be ſpeedy. 

Enter Duke, Coufm, Wife, Jaques and Servant. 
Duke. Come let me ſee how all things are diſpos'd of. 
Jag. One Cart will ſerve for all your Furniture, 

With Room enough behind to caſe the Footman, 

A Cap- caſe for your Linnen, and your Plate, 

With a ſtrange Lock that opens with Amen, 

For my young Lord, becauſe of eaſie Portage, 

A Quiver of your Grace's lin'd with Cunney, 

Made to be hang'd about the Nurſe's Neck, 

Thus, with a Scarf or Towel. 

Duke, Very good. 
7aq. Nay, tis well, but had you ſtay'd another Week, 

I would have had you furniſh'd, in ſuch Pomp, 

As never Duke of Burgundy was furniſh'd 

You ſhould have had a Sumprer,though 'thad coſt me 

The laying on my ſelf, where now you are fain 

To hire a Ripper's Mare, and buy new Doſſers, 

But I have got them painted with your Arms, 

With a fair darnex Carpet of my own 

Laid croſs, for the more State. 
Duke. Jaques, | thank you; your Carpet ſhall be bruſht 

And ſent you home; what, are you ready, Wife? 
Dutch. An Hour ago. 

Duke. I cannot chuſe but kiſs thy Royal Lips, 

Dear Dutcheſs mine, thou art ſo good a Woman. 
Bew. You'd ſay ſoif you knew all, Go dman Duckling. 
Couſ. This was the happieſt Fortune could befall me. 

Now in his Abſence will I follow cloſe 

Mine own Preferment, and I hope e er long, 

To make my mean and humble Name ſo ſtrong, 

As my great Couſin's, when the World ſhall know 

] bear too het a Spirit to live low. 

The next Spring will I down, my Wife and en, 
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n have my Uſhers, and my four Lacquizs, 
Six ſpare Caroches too; but mum, no more, 
What I intend to do, I'll keep in ſtore. 

Duke. Mountey, mountey, Jaques, be our Querry. 

Groom. To Horſe there, Gentlemen, and fall in el. 

Duke. Come honoured Dutchels. 

Enter Longuevile. 

Long. Stand, thou proud Man. 

Duke. Thieves, Jaques, raiſe the People. 

Long. No, raiſe no People, *tis the King's command, 
Which bids thee once more ſtand, thou haughty Man, 
Thou art a Monſter, for thou art ungrateful, 

And like a Fellow of a rebel Nature, 

Haſt flung from his Embraces: and for 

His Honours given thee, haſt not return'd 

So much as thanks, and to oppoſe his Will, 
Reſolv'd to leave the Court, and ſet the Realm 
Afire, in diſcontent, and open action: 

Therefore he bids thee ſtand, thou proud Man, 
Whilft with the whisking of my Sword about, 

I take thy Honours off: This firſt ſad whisk 

Takes off thy Dukedom, thou art but an Earl. 

Duke. You are miſtaken, Longuevile. 

Long. Oh would I were: This ſecond whisk divides 
Thy Earldom from thee, thou art yet a Baron. 

Duke. No more whisks if you love me, Longuevile 

Long. Two whisks are paſt, and two are yet behind, 
Yet all muſt come, but not to linger time, 

With theſe two whisks I end, now Mount Marine, 
For thou art now no more, ſo ſays the King, 
And I have done his Highneſs Will with grief. 

Duke. Degraded from my Honours? 

Long. *Tis too certain. 

Duke. I am no Traitor ſure, that I know of; 
Speak, Jaques, haſt thou ever heard me utter word 
Tending ro Treaſon, or to bring in the Enemy ? 

Faq. Alas, Sir, 1 know nothing, 

Why ſhould your Worſhip bring me in to hang me? 
I never meddled. 


But 
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But with the bruſhing of his Cloaths, or fetching 
In water in a Morning for his Hands. 

Couſ. Are theſe the Honours of this Place? Anthony 
Help me to take her Gown off quickly, : 
Or I'll fo ſwinge ye for't— - 

Wife. Why Husband? Sir? 

Couſ. I'll not loſe a penny by this Town. (Lodging, 

Long. Why what do you mean, Sir, have her to her 
And there undreſs her, I will wait upon her. 

Couf. Indeed you ſhall not, your Month is out I take it, 
Ger you out before me, Wife: 

Couſin farewel, I told you long ago, 
That Pride begins with Pleaſure, ends with Woe. 
| Exit -with's Wife. 

Bew. Go thy way Sentences, *twill be thy Fortune 

To live and dye a Cuckold, and Churchwarden. 


Dutch. Oh my poor Husband! what a heavy fortune 
Is fallen upon him ? 


Bew. Methinks tis ſtrange, 
That Heav'n fore- warning great Men of their Falls, 


With ſuch plain Tokens, they ſhould not avoid em? 


For che laſt Night betwixt eleven and twelve, 
Two great and hideous blazing Stars were ſeen 
To fight à long hour by the Clock, the one 
Dreſt like a Duke, the other like a King; 
Till at the laſt the crowned Star o' er- came. 
Ser. Why do ye ſtand ſo dead, Monſieur Marine* 
Duke. So Ceſar fell, when in the Capitol 
They gave his Body two and thirty wounds. 
Be warned ail ye Peers, and by my fall, 
Hereafter learn to let your Wives rule all. 
Ser. Monſieur Marine, pray let me ſpeak with you; 
Sir, I muſt wave you to conceal this Party, 
It ſtands upon my utter overthrow ; 
Seem not diſcontented, nor do not ſtir a foot, 
For if you do, you and your hope - 
I ſwear you are a loſt Man if you ſtir. 
And have an Eye to Bewford, he'll tempt you. 
Bew. Come, come, for ſhame go down; 
Were I Marine, I would go down: 


And 
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And being there, I would rattle him ſuck an anſwer 
thould make him ſmoke. 


Duke. Good Monſieur Bewford, peace, 
Leave theſe rebellious words, 
Or by the Honours which I ance cnjoycd, 
And yet may {wear by, 
Ill tell the King of your Proceedings; 
am ſatisfied. 
Wife. You talk'd of going down when *rwas not fit, 
But now let's ſee your Spirit, 
A thouſand and a thoufand will expect it. 
Duke. Why Wife, are ye mad? (ſtrength. 
Wife. No, nor drunk, but I'd have you know your own 
Duke. You talk like a molt fooliſh Woman, Wife; 
I tell you I will ſtay, yet I have a 


Crotchet troubles me. | | 
Long. More Crotchets yet ? i 
Duke. Follow me, Faques, I muſt have thy Counſel, 15 

I will return again, ſtay you there, Wife. (Stools. ; 


Long. I fear this loſs of Honour will give him ſome few 
Wife. No, no, he is reſolv'd, he will not 
Stir a Foot, I'll lay my Life. 
Bew. Ay, but he's diſcontented, how ſhall we reſolve that, 
And make him ſtay with comfort? 
Wife. Faith Bewford, we mult even let Nature work, 
For he's the ſweeteſt remper'd Man for that 
As one can with, for let Men go about to fool him, 
>nd he'll have his Finger as deep in't as the beſt; F 
But ſee where he comes frowning, bleſs us all! 5 
Enter Dukęg. Ii 
Tuke. Off with your Hats, tor here doth come 5 
The nigh and mighty Duke of Burgundy. 
hate ver you may think, I have thought, : 
And hought, and thought upon't, and | find it plain, 
The King cannot take back what he has given, 
Un!-{; l forfeit it by courſe of Law. 
Not all the Water in the River Seine, 
Can waſh the Blood out of theſe Princely Veins. 
Wife. God-a-mercy Husband, thou art the beſt 
To work out a thing at a pinch in France. 3 
uke. 
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Duke. I will aſcend my State again, 
Dutcheſs, take your Place, 

And let our Champion enter, 

Long. Has he his Champion? thar's excellent, 

Duke. And let loud Muſick ſound before his Entrance. 
Sound Trumpet. 

Enter Jaques in Armour, one carrying a Scutebeon before 
bim, and a two-handed Sword. 

Wife. How well our Champion doth demean himſelf 
As if he had been made for ſuch an Action? 
Methinks his ſturdy Truncheon he doth wield, 

Like Mars approaching to a bloody Field. 

Duke. I think there's no Man ſo deſperate 
To dare encounter with our Champion ; 

But truſt me, Jaques, thou haſt pleas'd us well; 
Once more our warlike Muſick, then procced. 
Enter Shattillion. (ings? 

Shat. What wondrous Age is this? what cloſe Proceel- 
I hear the clang of Trumpets in this Houſe, 

To what intent do not our States-men ſearch ? 

Oh no, they look not into {imple Truth; 

For I am true, and they regard not me, 

A Man in Armour too : God fave the King, 

The World will end, there's nought but Treachery. 

Fag. I Jaques, Servant to the high and mighty Gad 
Frey, Duke of Burgundy, do come hither to prove by na- 
tural ſtrength, and activity of my Body, without the 
help of Sorcery, Inchantment, or Negromancy, that the 
ſaid Godfrey, late of Mount Marine, and now of Burguu- 
dy, hath perfect Right thereto, notwithſtanding the 
King's Command to the contrary, and no other Perſon 
whatſoever: and in token that [will be ready to make 
good the ſame, I throw down my Gage, which is my 
Honour, pronounced the 37th of Feb. Stilo novo, God 
ſave the Duke. | 

Shar. Of all the Plots the King hath laid for me 
This was the ſhrewdeſt, *tis my Life they ſeek, 
And they ſhall have it: If I ſhould refuſe 
To accept the Challenge in the King's behalf, 
They have ſome caule to take away my Life, 


And 


a 


The Noble Gentleman. 3153 


And if I do accept it, who can tell 
But I may fall by doubtful chance of War? 
was ſhrewd, but I muſt take the leaſt of evils. 
I take thy Gauntlet up, thou treacherous Man, 
That ſtands in armed Coat againſt the King, 
Whom God preſerve, and with my ſingle Sword 
Will juſtifie whatever he commands; 
Ill watch him for catching of my Words. 
Duke. Faques go on, defend our Princely Title. 
Shat, Why ſhrink'ſt thou back? thou haſt an evil cauſe. 
Come forward Man, I have a Rock about me, 
I fight for my true Liege. 
Duke. Go forward, Jaques. 
Jaq. I do beſeech your Grace to pardon me, 
I Till not fight with him, with any elſe 
I'll ſhew my Reſolution ſpeedily. 
Shat. Come, do thy worſt, for the King ſhall ſee 
All is not true, that is reported of me. 
Jag. I may not fight with him, by Law of Arms. 
Duke, What? ſhall my Title fall? wilt thou not fight? 
Jag. Never with him that once hath ſav'd my Lite. 
Hat. Dar'ſt thou not fight? behold then, I do go 
Strong with the zeal I bear my Sovereign, 
And ſeize upon that haughty Man himſelf : 
Deſcend the Steps (that thou haſt thus uſurp'd 
Againſt the King and State) down to the Ground, 
And if thou do utter but a Syllable 
To croſs the King's intent, thou art but dead; 
There, lye upon the Earth, and pine, and dye. 
Did ever any Man wade through ſuch ſtorms 
To fave his Life, as poor Shattillion ? 
Long. I fear this Challenge hath ſpoil'd all. 
Dutch. Neer fear it, he'll work it out again, Servant. 
See where SHattillion's Love. poor Lady, comes. 
Enter Love. 
Duke. Jaques. (he's gone. 
Jag. Lie ſtill, Sir, if youlove your life, VII whiſtle when 
Love, Oh Gentlemen, | charge you by the Love 


Which you bear to Women, take ſome pity | 4 
| n 
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On this diſtreſſed Man, help to reſtore 
That preious Jewel to him he hath loſt. 
Bew. Lady, whatever power doth lic in us 
By Art, or Prayer, or Danger, we are yours, 
Love. A ſtrange conceit hath wrought this Malady, 
Conceits again muſt bring him to himſelf ; 
My ſtrict denial to his Will wrought this; 
And if you could but draw his wilder Thoughts 
To know me, he would ſure recover Senſe. 
Long. That Charge III undertake. 
Duke. Look 7aques, look, for God's ſake let me riſe, 
This Greatneſs is a Jade, I cannot fit it. 
Jag His Sword 1s up, and yet he watcheth you. 
Duke, I'Il down again, pray for thy Maſter, . 
Shar, Now the King may ſee all the Suggeſtions are not 
He hath receiv'd againſt my Loyalty; (true, 
When all Men elſe refuſe, I fight his Battels, 
And thruſt my Body into Danger's Mouth 
I am become his Champion, and this Sword 
Has taught his Enemies to know themſelves; 
Oh that he would no more he jealous of me! 
Long. Monſieur Shattillion, the King aſſures you, 
That for this valiant loyal act of yours, 
He hath forgot all Jealouſies and Fears, 
And never more will tempt you into danger. 
Sbat. But how ſhall I believe this, what new token 
Of Reconcilement will he ſhew me? 
Let him releaſe my poor Love from her Torment, 
From her hard fare, and ſtrict impriſonment. 
Long. He hath done this to win your after-love, 
And ſee your Lady ſent you from the King 
By theſe two Gentlemen; be thankful for her. 
Sbat. She lives, ſhe lives, I know her by the power 
Shoots from her Eyes. | 
Love. Riſe, dear Shatzillion, 
Shar. I know my Duty, 
Next unto my King, I am to kneel to you. (tillion. 
Love. I'll have youriſe, fetch me a Chair, fit down Shat- 


Mat. I am commanded, and faith tell me Miſtreſs, 
W hat - 
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at Uſage have you had? pray be plain? 

wo Oh my moſt lov'd 5 artillion. Pain enough, 
But now I am free, thanks to my God and King. 
Long. His Eyes grow very heavy, not a word, 
That his weak Senſes may come ſweetly home. 
Sbat. The King is honourable. 
Duke. When do you whiſtle, Jaques? 
Jaq. By and by. 
Log. Come hither, Monſieur, canſt thou laugh a little? 
Serv. Yes, Sir. 
Ling. So thou ſhalt then. Bewford, how doſt thou? 
Bew. Why well. 
Long. I'm glad on't, and how does thy Wife? 
Bew. Why; you may ſee her, Sir, ſhe ſtands behind you, 
Long. By the maſs ſhe's there indeed, but where's her 
Bew. Belly ? (Belly? 
Long. Her great Belly, Man; what haſt thou ſent thee? 
Ser. A Boy, I'll lay my Life, it tumbled fo. 
Bew. Catcht, by this Light. 
Long. I'll be a Goſſip, Bewford. 
Ser. And J. 
Long. 1 have an odd Apoſtle Spoon. 
Bew. S foot, catcht. | 
Dutch. Why, what's the matter, Gentlemen? 
Long. He's married to your Woman. 
Dutch. And I not know it? 
Ser. Twas a venial fin. 
Bew. Gall, Gall, Gall. 
Dutch. Forgive her, Monſieur Bewford, *rwas her Love. 
Bew. You may riſe it you pleaſe, I muſt endure it. 
Long. See how my great Lord lies upon the Ground 
And dare not ſtir yet? [Jaques whiſtles, 

Duke. Jaques, Jaques, is the King's Champion gone yet? 
Bel No, but he's aſleep. 
Duke. Is he aſleep art ſure? 
7ag. J am ſure he is, 1 hear him Snore. 
Duke. Then by your favours, Gentlemen, I riſe, 
And know I am a Duke ſtill. 
Jaq. And 1 am his Champion. 


Duke. 
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Dutch. Hold thee there, and all France cannot mend thee, 
Duke. | am a Prince as great within my Thoughts, 
As when the whole State did adorn my Perſon; 
What Trial can be made to try a Prince? 
I will oppoſe this noble Corps of mine 
To any danger that may end the doubt. 
Dutch. Great Puke, and Husband, there is but one way 
To fatisfie the World of our true Right, 
And it is dangerous. | 
Duke. What may it be? 
Were it to bring the great Turk bound in Chains 
Through France in Triumph; or to couple up 
The Sophie, and great Preſtor Fohn together, 
I would attempt it, Dutchels, tell the courſe. 
Dutch. There is a ſtrong Opinion through the World, 
And no doubt grounded on Experience, 
That Lions will not touch a lawful Prince; 
If you be confident then of your Right, 
Amongſt the Lions bear your naked Body; 
And if you come off clear, and never winch, 
The World will ſay you are a perfect Prince. 
Duke. I thank you, Dutcheſs, for your kind advice, 
But now we do not affect thoſe ravenous Beaſts. 
Long. A Lion is a Beaſt to try a King; 
But for the trial of ſuch a ſtate like this 
Pliny reports a Maſtive Dog will ſerve. 
Duke. We will not deal with Dogs at all, but Men. 
Ser. Vou ſhall not need to deal with them at all, 
Hark you, S'r, the King doth know you are a Duke. 
Duke. No, does he? | (tion, 
Ser, Yes, and is content you ſhall be, but with this cau- 
That none. know it but your ſelf: | 
For if ye do, hell take it away by A& of Parliament. 
| Duke. Here's my Hand, and whilſt I live or breath, 
No living Wight ſhall know I am a Duke. : 
Ser. Mark me directly, Sir, your Wife may know it. 
Duke. May not Jaques? | 
Ser. Yes, he may. 
Duke. May not my Country Couſin? 
Ser. By no means, Sir, if you love your Life and 5 
uke. 
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Duke. Well then, know all, I am no Duke. 
Ser. No, I'll ſwear it. 
See, he wakes. 
Shat. Where am I, or where have I been all this while? 
Sleep hath not ſate ſo ſound up on mine Eyes, 
But I remember well that Face: 
Oh thou too cruel, leave at length to ſcorn 
Him that bur looking on thy Beauty dies, 
Either receive me, or put out my Eyes. 
Love. Deareſt Shattillion, ſee upon my Knees 
| offer up my Love, forget my Wrongs, 
pak Art thou mine own ? 
e By Heav'n I am. 
Shat. Then all the World is mine. 
Love. I have ſtranger things to tell thee,my deareſt Love. 
Shat. Tell nothing, but that thou art mine own: 
do not care to know where | have been, 
Or how I have liv'd, or any thing, 
But that thou art mine own. 
Bew. Well, Wife, though 'twerea Trick that made us 
We'll make our ſelves merry ſoon in Bed. (wed, 
Duke, Know all, 1 am no Duke. 
Wife. What ſay ye? 
Duke. Jaques? 
Jag. Sir. 
Duke. 1 am a Duke. 
Both. Are ye? 
Duke. Yes faith, yes faith, 
But it muſt only run among our ſelves, 
And Jaques, thou ſhalt be my Secretary till. 
Wife. Kind Gentlemen, lead in Mattillion, 
For he muſt needs be weak and ſickly yet. | 
Now of all my Labours have a perfect end, as I could wiſh, 
Let all young ſprightly Wives that have 
Dull fooliſh Coxcombs to their Husbands, 
Learn by me their Duties, what to do, 


hich ie, to make em Fools, and pleaſc em too. 
{ Exennt, 


Vor. VI, X EP 


| EPILOGUE 


T* E Monuments of Virtue, and Deſert, 
Appear more goodly, when the Gloſ⸗ of 


Art 
Is eaten off by Time, than when at firſt 
They were ſet up, not ceuſur d at the worſt. 
We've done our beſt, for your Contents, to fit, 
Bith new Pains, this old Monument of Wit. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Ince *tis become the Title of our Play, 
A Woman once in a Corporation day 
With pardon, ſpeak the Prologue, give as free 
A welcome to the Theatre, as he 
That with a little Beard, a long black Cloak, 
With a ftarch'd Face and ſupple Leg hath ſpoke 
Before the Plays the Twelve month, let me then 
Preſent a Welcome to theſe Gentlemen; 
If you be kind, and noble, you will not 
Think the worſe of me for my Petticoat: 
But to the Play, the Poet bad me tell 
His fears firſt in the Title, leſt it ſwell 
Some thoughts with expectation of a ftrain, 
That but once could be ſeen in a King's Keign. 
This Coronation he hopes you may 
See often, while the Genius of his Play 
Doth Propheſie, the Conduits may run Mine, 
When the Day's Triumph's ended, and Divine 
Brisk Nectar ſwell his Temple to a Rage, 
With ſomething of more price t'inveſt the Stage. 
There reſts but to prepare you, that although 
It be a Coronation, there doth flow 
No Undermirth, ſuch as doth lard the Scene 
For courſe delight the Language here is clean. 
And confident, our Poet bad me ſay, 
He'll bate you but the folly of a Play: 
For which, although dull Souls his Pen deſpiſe, 
Who thinks it yet too early to be wiſe. 
The nobler will thank his Muſe, at leaſt 
Excuſe him, cauſe his thought aim'd at the beſt, 
But we conclude not, it dves reſt in you 
To cenſure Poet, Play, and Prologue too. 
Hut what have omitted? is there unt 
A bluſh upon my Cheeks that I forgot 
The Ladies, aud a Female Prologue tun? 
Tour Pardon, noble Gentlewomen, you 
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Were firſt within my Thoughts, I know you fit 

As 5 bieh C Commiſſioners of Wit, 

Have clear and active Souls ;, nay, though the Men 
Were loſt in your Eyes, they'll bs found again, 

Ton are the bright Intelligences move, 

And make a barmony this ſphere of Love : 

Be you propitious then, our Poet ſays, 

Our Wreath from you, is worth their Grove of Bays. 


. C—_w_______@@lt 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Philocles. 
Liſander. 
Caſſander. 
Liſimachus. 
Antigonus. 
Arcadius. 
Macarius. 
Seleucus. 
ueen. 
Charilla. 
Polidora. 
Neſtorius. 
Eubulus.” 
A Biſhop. 
Polianus, 
Sophia. 
Demetrius. | 
Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. 
Servants and Attendants. 
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Enter Philocles and Liſander. 


PHILOCLES. 


le way for my Lord Protector. 
=, Ne Liſan, Your Grace's Servants. 
Enter Caſſander, and Liſimachus. 
Caf. | like your diligent waiting, Where's 
Liſimachus? 
Liſim. | wait upon you, Sir. 
Caſ. The Queen looks pleaſant a 
This Morning, does ſhe not? 
Liſim. I ever found 
Her gracious Smiles on me. 
Caſ. She does conſult 
Her Safety in't; for I muſt tell thee, Boy, 
But in the aſſurance of her Love to thee, 
I ſhould advance thy hopes another way, 
And uſe the Power I have in Epire, to 
Settle our own, and uncontrouled Greatneſs; 
But ſince ſhe carries her ſelf fo fairly, 
am content to expect, and by her Marriage 
Secure thy Fortune, that's all my Ambition 
Now, be till careful in thy Applications 
To her, I muſt attend other Affairs; 
Return, and uſe what Art thou canſt to lay P 
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Lim. I preſume 
She always ſpeaks the Language of her Heart, 
And I can be ambitious for no more 
Happineſs on Earth, than ſhe encourages 
Me to expect, 

Caf. It was an A& becoming 
The Wiſdom of her Father, to engage 
A Tye between our Families, and ſhe. 
Hath play'd her beſt Diſcretion to allow it; 
But we loſe time in Conference, wait on her, 
And be what thou wert born for, King of Epire; 
I muſt away. [ Exit, 

Liſm. Succeſs ever attend you. 
Is not the Queen yet coming forth? 

Liſun. Your Servant, 

ou may command our Duties: 
This is the Court Star, Philocles. 

Phi. The Star that we mult fail by. 

Liſan. All muſt borrow ' 
A Light from him, the young Queen directs all 
Her Favours that way. 

Phi. He's a noble Gentleman, 
And worthy of his Expectations: 
Too good tÞ be the Son of ſuch a Father. 

Liſan. Peace, remember he is Lord Protector. 

Phi. We have more need of Heav'ns Protection: 
I'rh* mean time, I wonder the old King 
Did in his Life deſign him for the Office. 

Liſan. He might expect his Faith, I have heard when 
The King, who was no Epiroto, advanc'd 
His Claim, Caſſander, our Protector now, ö 
Young then, oppos'd him roughly with his Faction, 
Bur forc'd to yield, had fair Conditions, > 
Was declar'd by the whole State, next Hcir 
If the King wanted Iſſue, our Hopes only 
Thriv'd in this Daughter. 

Pbi. Whom but for her Smiles 
And hope of Marriage with Lifriachus, | 
Bis Father, by ſome Cunning, had remov'd 
E'er this. 


Liſan. 
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Liſan. Take heed, the Arras may have Ears; 
1 ſhould not weep much if his Grace would hence 
Remove to Heav'n. 

phi. I prithee what ſhould he do there? 

Liſan. Some Offices will fall. 

Phi. And the Sky too, c'er I get one Stair higher 
While he's in place. 

„Enter Antigonus. 

Ant. Liſander, Philocles, 
How looks the Day upon us? Where's the Queen? 

Phi. In her Bed-Chamber. 

Ant. Who was with her? 

Liſan. None but the young Lord Lifmachus. 

Ant. Tis no Treaſon, 
If a Man wiſh himſelf a Courtier 
Of ſuch a Poſſibility: He has 
The mounting Fate. 

Phi. 1 would his Father were 
Mounted to th' Gallows. 

Ant. He has a Path fair enough, 
If he ſurvive by Title of his Father. 

Liſan. The Queen will haſten his Aſcent. 

Phi. Would I were Queen. 

Ant. Thou wou'dit become rarely the Petticoat, 
What would'ſt thou do? 

Phi. Why, I wow'd marry 
My Gentleman-Uſher, and truſt all the Strength 
And Burden of my State upon his Legs, 
Rather than be call'd Wife by any Son 
Of ſuch a Father. 

Liſan. Come, let's leave this Subject, 
We may find more ſecure Diſcourſe ; when ſaw 
You young Arcadius, Lord Macarius's Nephew ? 

Ant. There's a Spark, a Youth moulded for a Favourite, 
The Queen might do him Honour. 

Phi. Favourite, tis too cheap a Name, there were a 
Now for her Virgin Blood. (Vatch 

Liſan. Muſt every Man, | 
Thar has a handſome Face or Leg, feed ſuch 
Ambitition ? I confeſs I honour him, | 


Ee 


3166 The Coronation. 


He bas a nimble Soul, and gives great Hope 
To be no Woman-hater, dances handſomely; 
Can court a Lady powerfully, but more goes 
To th* making of a Prince. He's here, 
And's Uncle, 
Enter Arcadius, Macarius, and Seleucus. 

Sel. Save you, Gentlemen, who can direct me 
To find my Lord Protector? a 

Liſan. He was here 
Within this half Hour, young Liſimac bus 
His Son is with the Queen. 

Sel. There let him compliment, 


I have other Buſineſs; ha, Arcadius! [Exit, 


Phi. Obſerv'd you, with what Eyes Arcadins 
And he ſaluted, their two Families 
Will hardly reconcile. 

Ant. Seleucus carries | 
Himſelf too roughly ; with what Pride and Scorn 
Ne paſs'd by em? 

Liſan. Thother with leſs ſhew 
Of Anger, carries Pride enough in's Soul; 

1 wiſh 'em all at Peace, Macarius Looks 
Are without civil War, a good old Man, 
The old King lov'd him well, Seleucus Father 
Was as dear to him, and maintain'd the Character 
Of an honeſt Lord through Epire; that two Men 
So lov'd of others, ſhould be ſo unwelcome 
To one another. | 
Arc. The Queen was not wont to ſend for me. 
Mac. The Reaſon's to her ſelf, 
It will become your Duty to attend her. 

Arc. Save you, Gentlemen, what Novelty 
Does the Court breath to Day ? 

Liſan. None, Sir, the News 
That took the laſt Impreſſion is, that you 
Purpoſe to leave the Kingdom, and thoſe Men 
That honour you, take no Delight to hear it. 

Arc. | have Ambition to ſee the Difference 
Of Courts, and this may ſpare; the Delights 
At home do ſurfeit, and the Miſtreſs, whom 


The Coronation. 3167 


We all do ſerve, is fixt upon one Object, 
Her Beams are too much pointed, but no Country 
Shall make me loſe your Memories. 
Enter Queen, Liſimachus, Macarius, and Charilla, 
Qucen. Arcadius. 
ac. Your Lordſhip honour'd me, 
1 have, no Bleſſing in his Abſence. 
Liſim. Tis done like a pious Unkle. 
Queen. We muſt not 
Give any Licence, 
Arc. If your Majeſty 
Would pleaſe. 
Queen. We are not pleas'd, it had become your Duty 
To have firſt acquainted us, e' er you declar'd 
Your Reſolution publick; is our Court 
Not worth your Stay? 
Arc. IJ humbly beg your Pardon. 
Queen. Where's Timachus? | 
Liſim. Y our humble Servant, Madam. 
Queen. We ſhall find | 
Employment at home for you, do not loſe us, 
Arch. Madam, I then write my ſelf bleſt on Earth 
When I may do you Service. 2 
Queen. We would be private, Macarius. 
Mac. Madam, you have bleſt me, 
Nothing but your Command could interpoſe to 
Stay him. 
Queen. Liſimac bus, 
You muſt not leave us. 
Liſan. Nothing but Liſmachus? Has ſhe not 
Tien a Philter? | 
Queen. Nay, pray be cover'd, Ceremony from you 
Muſt be excus'd. | 
Liſim. It will become my Duty. 
Queen. Not your Love? 
I know you would have me look upon 
Your Perſon as a Courtier, not a Favourite; 
That Title were too narrow to expreſs 
How we eſteem you. 
Liſim. The leaſt of all 
Theſe Names from you, Madam, is Grace enough. 
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Queen. Yet here you wou'd not reſt ? 
Lifim. Not if you pleaſe: 
To ſay there is a Happineſs beyond, 
And teach my Ambition how to make it mine, 
Although the Honours you already have 
Let fall upon your Servaut, exceed all 
My Merit: I have a Heart is ſtudious 
To reach it with Deſert, and make it poſſible 
Your Favour's mine by Juſtice, with your Pardon. 
Queen. We are confident this needs no Pardon, Sir, 
But a Reward to cheriſh your Opinion, 
And that you may keep warm your Paſſion, 
Know we reſolve for Marriage, and if 
I had another Gift, beſide my ſelf, 
Greater, in that you ſhould diſcern, how much 
My Heart is fixt. 
Lifim, Let me digeſt my Bleſſing. | 
ue en. But I cannot *. Pig when this ſhall be, 
Lifm. How, Madam? do not make me dream of 
And wake me into Miſery, if your purpole (Heay'n, 
Be, to immortalize your humble Servant; 
Your Power on Earth's divine, Princes arc here 
The Copies of Eternity, and create, | 
When they but will our Happineſs. 
Queen. | ſhall 
Believe you mock me in this Argument, 
I have no Power. 
Liſim. How, no Power? 
Queen. Not as a Queen. 
Liſim. I underſtand you not. | 
Queen. I muſt obey, your Father's my Protector. 
Liſim. How? 
ueen, When 1 am abſolute, Lifimachus, 
Our Power and Titles meet, before, we are but 
A Shadow, and to give you that were nothing- 
Liſim. Excellent Queen, 
My Love took no Original from State, 
Or the deſire of other Greatneſs, 
Above what my Birth may —_— modeſtly, 
love your Virtues; mercenary Soul: 


A re 
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Are taken with Advancement, you've an Empire 
Within you, better than the World's, to that 
Looks my Ambition. 
ween. T*other is not, Sir, 

To be deſpis'd, Coſmography allows 
Eire a place i'th* Map, and know till ! 
Poſſeſs what I was born to, and alone 
Do graſp the Kingdom's Scepter, I account 
My {elf divided; he that marries me 
Shall take an abſolute Queen to his warm Boſom; 
My Temples yet are naked, until then 
Our Loves can be but Compliments, and Wiſhes, 
Yet very hearty ones. 

Liſim. I apprehend. 

Queen. Your Father. 

Enter Caſſander and Seleucus. 

caſ. Madam, a Gentleman has an humble Suit. 

Queen. Tis in your power to grant, you are Protector, 
I am not yet a Queen. 

Caſ. How's this? 

Liſim. I ſhall expound her Meaning. 

Queen. Why kneel you, Sir? 

Sel. Madam, to reconcile two Families 
That may unite, both Counſels and their Blood 
To ſerve your Crown. 

Queen. Macarius, and Eubulus, 

That bear inveterate Malice to each other. ; 
It grew, as I have heard, upon the queſtion 

Which ſome of either Family had made, 

Which of their Fathers was the beſt Commander : 
If we believe our Stories, they have both 

Deſery'd well of our State; and yet this Quarrel 
Has coſt too many Lives, a ſevere Faction. 

Sel. But I'll propound a way to plant a Quiet 
And Peace in both our Houſes, which are torn 
With their Diſſentions, and loſe the Glory — 
Of their great Names; my Blood ſpeaks my Relation 
To Eubulus, and I wiſh my Veins were emptied 

To appeaſe their War, 


Queen. 
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Queen. Thou haſt a noble Soul; 
This is a Charity above thy Youth, 
And it flows bravely from thee; name the way. 

Sel. In ſuch a deſperate Cauſe, a little Stream 
Of Blood might purge the Foulneſs of their Hearts, 
If you'll prevent a Deluge. . 

Queen. Be particular. 

Sel. Let but your Majeſty conſent that two 
May, with their perſonal Valour, undertake 
The Honour of their Family, and determine 
Their Difference. 

Queen. This rather will inlarge 
heir Hate, and be a means to call more Blood 

Into the Stream. 
bel. Not if both Families 
Agree, and {wear 

ue n. And who ſhall be the Champions? 

Sel. I beg the Honour, for Eubulus cauſe 
To be ingag'd, if any for Macarius, 
Worthy to wager Heart with mine, accept it, 
I am confident, Arcadius, 

For Honour would direct me to his Sword, 
Will not deny, to ſtake againſt my Life 
His own, if you vouchſafe us Privilege. | 

Que en. You are the Expectation, and top Boughs 
Of both your Houſes, it would ſeem Injuſtice 
To allow a civil War to cut you off, 

And your ſelves the Inſtruments; beſides 

You appear a Soldier; Arcadius 

. Hath no Acquaintance yet with rugged War, 

More fit to drill a Lady, than expoſe 

His Body to ſuch Dangers : A ſmall Wound 

I'th' Head may ſpoil the Method of his Hair, 

W hoſe Curioſity exacts more time 

Than his Devotion, and who knows but he 

May loſe his Ribbond by it in his Lock, 

Dear as his Saint, with whom he would exchange 

His Head, for her gay Colours ; then his Band 

May be diſorder'd and transform'd from Lace 

To Cutwork, his rich Cloaths be E ” 
ich 
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With Blood, beſide the infaſhionable ſlaſhes: 
And at the next Feſtival take Phyſick, 
Or put on Black, and mourn for his ſlain Breeches : 
His Hands cas'd up in Gloves all Night, and ſweet 
Prmatum, the next day may be endanger'd 
To Bliſters with a Sword; how can he ſtand y 
Upon his Guard, who hath Fidlers in his Head, 
To which his Feet mult ever be a Dancing? 
Beſide a falſify my ſpoil his cringe, 
Or making of a Leg, in which conſiſts 
Much of his Court-perfeQion. 

Sel. Is this Character 
Beſtow'd on him ? 

Queen. It ſomething may concern the Gentleman, 
Whom if you pleaſe to challenge 
To Dance, play on the Lute, or Sing. 

Sel. Some Ketch? 

Queen. He ſhall not want thoſe will maintain him 
For any Sum. 

Sel. You are my Sovereign, 
I dare not think, yet I muſt ſpeak ſomewhat, 
T ſhall burſt elſe, I have no skill in Jiggs, 
Nor Tumbling. 

Queen. How, Sir? 

Sel. Nor was | born a Minſtrel, and in this you have 
So infinitely diſgrac'd Arcadius, 
But that I have heard another Character, 
And with your Royal Licence do believe it, 
I ſhould not think him worth my killing. 

ueen. Your killing ? 

Sel. Does ſhe not jecr me; 
I ſhall talk Treaſon preſently, I find it 
At my Tongues _ already, this is an 
Affront, I'll leave her. 

en. Come back; do you know Arcadius? 

Sel. I ha' chang'd but little breath with him; our Perſons 
Admit no familiarity; we were 
Born to live both at diſtance, yet J ha' ſeen him 
Fight, and fight bravely. 


Queen. 


3472 The Coronation. 


ucen. When the Spirit of Wine 

e his Brain valiant, he fought bravely. 
Sel. Although he be my Enemy, ſhould any 

Of the gay Flies that buz about the Court, 

Sit to catch Trouts 'th' Summer, tell me ſo, 

I durſt in any Preſence but your own —— 

Queen. What? 

Sel. Tell him he were not honeſt. 

Queen.] ſee, Seleucus, thou art reſolute, 
And I but wrong'd Arcadius; your firſt 
Requeſt is granted, you ſhall fight, and he 
That conquers be rewarded, to confirm 
Firſt Place and Honour to his Family : 

Is it not this you plead for? 

Sel. You are gracious. 

ueen. Lifimachus. 
＋ eg wget Ls 

Caſ. She has ted then? 

84. With 9 

Caſ. I with thy Sword my open 
His wanton Veins, Macarius is too popular, 
And has taught him to inſinuate. 


Dag It ſhall 
But haſte the confirmation of our Loves, 
And ripen the delights of Marriage. Seleucus. [ Exit cum Scl. 
Lifm. As I gueſt, 
It cannot be too ſoon, 
Caſ. To morrow then we Crown her, and inveſt 
My Son with Majeſty, tis to my wiſhes, 
Beget a Race of Princes, my Liſimachus. 
Liſim. Firſt, let us marry, Sir. 
Caſ. Thy Brow was made | 
To wear a golden Circle, 'm tranſported, 
Thou ſhalt rule her, and I will govern thee. 
Liſim. Although you be my Father, that will not 
Concern my Obedience, as I take it. | 
Enter Philocles, Liſander, and Antigonus. 
Gentlemen, | 
Prepare your ſelves for a Solemnity 
Will turn the Kingdom into Triumph: Epire 


Look 
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Look freſh to Morrow, "twill become your Duties, 
In all your Glory, to attend the Queen 
At her Coronation, ſhe is pleaſed to make 
The next Day happy in our Calendar, 
My Office doth expire, and my old Blood 
Renews with Thought on't. 

Phi. How's this? 

Ant. Crown'd to Morrow? 

Liſan. And he ſo joyful to reſign his Regency? 
There's ſome Trick in't, I do not like theſe haſty 
Proceedings, and W hirls of State, they have commonly 
As ſtrange and violent Effects; well, Heav'n ſave theQueen. 

Phi. Heav'n ſave the Queen, ſay I, and ſend her a ſprightly 
Bed-fellow; for the Protector, let him pray for 
Himſelf, he is like to have no Benefit of my Devotion. 

Caſ. But this doth quicken my old Heart. Liſimacbus, 
There is not any Step into her Throne, 

But is the ſame Degree of thy own State; 
Come, Gentlemen. 

Liſan. We attend your Grace. 

Caſ. Liſimac hus. 

Liim. What heretofore could happen to Mankind 
Was with much Pain to climb to Heav'n; but in 

Sephia s Marriage, of all Queens the beſt, 
Heav'n will come down to Earth, to make me bleſt. 
| [ Exennt, 


* hs 
——— — —— 


ACTI SCENE. I. 


Enter Arcadius and Polidora. 


Raf you ſhall not go. 
Arc. Whither? 
Polid. To travel, 
I know you ſee me but to take your Leave, 
But I muſt never yield to ſuch an Abſence. 
Arc. I prithee leave thy Fears, I am commanded 


To th* contrary, I wonot leave thee now. 
Vor, VI, T Polid. 
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Polid. Commanded ? By whom? 

Arc. The Queen. 

Polid. I am very glad, for truſt me, I could think 
Of thy Departure with no Comfort, thou 
Art all the joy I have, half of my Soul; 
But I muſt thank the Queen now for thy Company; 
I prithee, what could make thee ſo deſirous 
To be abroad? | 


Arc. Only to get an Appetite 
To thee, Polidora. 


Polid. Then you muſt provoke it. 
Arc. Nay, prithee do not fo miſtake thy Servant; 
Polid. Perhaps you ſurfeit with my Love. 
Arc. Thy Love? 
Polid. Although I have no Beauty to compare 
With the beſt Faces, I have a He. rt above 
All Competition. 
Arc. Thou art jealous now; 
Come let me take the Kiſs I gave thee laſt, 
1 am ſo confident of thee, no Lip 


Has raviſh'd it from thine; I prithee come 
To Court. 


Polid. For what? 
Arc. There is the Throne for Beauty. 
Polid. Tis ſafer dwelling here. 
Arc. There's none will hurt, 
Or dare but think an Ill to Polidora, 
The greateſt will be proud to honour thee. 
Thy Luſtre wants the Admiration here; 
There thou wot ſhine indeed, and ſtrike a Reverence 
Into the Gazer. 
Polid. You can flatter too. 
Are. No Praiſe of thee can be thought fo, thy Virtue 
Will deſerve all; I muſt confeſs, we Courtiers 
Do ofentimes commend, to fhew our Art, 
There is Neceſſity ſometimes to ſay | 
This Madam breaths Arabian Gums, 
Amber and Caſſia; though while we are praiſing, 
We wiſh we had no Noſtrils to take in 
'Th' offenſive Steam of her corrupted Lungs. 


Nay, 
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Nay, ſome will ſwear they love their Miſtreſs, 
Would hazard Lives and Fortunes, to preſerve 
One of her Hairs brighter than Berentce's ; 
Or young Apollo's; and yet after this, 
A Favour from another Toy would tempt him 
To laugh, while the officious Hang-man whips 
Her Head off. 

Polid. Fine Men. 

Arc. I am none of theſe: 
Nay, there are W omen, Polidora, too 
That can do pretty well at Flatterics; 
Make Men believe they dote, will languiſh for em, 
Can kiſs a Jewel out of one, and dally 
A Carcanet of Diamonds from another, 
Weep into th' Boſome of a third, and make 
Him drop as many Peails; they count it nothing 
To talk a reaſonable Heir within ten Days 
Out of his whole Eſtate, and make him mad 
He has no more Wealth to conſume. 

Polid. You'll reach me 
To think I may be flattered in your Promiſes, 
Since you live where this Art is moſt profeſt. 

Arc. I dare not be ſo wicked, Polidora: 
The Infant Errors of the Court I may 
Be guilty of, but never to abuſe 
So rare a Goodneſs, nor indeed did ever 
Converſe with any of thoſe Shames of Court, 
To practiſe for baſe Ends; be confident 
My Heart is full of thine, and I fo deeply 
Carry the Figure of my Polidora, 
It is not in the Power of Time or Diſtance 
To cancel it: By all that's bleſt I love thee, 
Love thee above all Women, darc invoke 
A Curſe when I forſake thee. 

Polid. Let it be ſome 
Gentle one. 

Are, Teach me an Oath I prithee, 
One ſtrong enough to bind, if thou doſt find 
Any Suſpicion of my Faith, or elle 
Direct me in ſome horrid Imprecation: 


Y-3 When 
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When I forſake thee for the Love of other 
Women, may Heay'n reward my Apoſtacy 
To blaſt my greateſt Happineſs on Earth, 
And make all Joys abortive. 
Polid. Revoke theſe haſty Syllables, they carry 
Too great a Penalty for Breach of Love 
To me, I am not worth thy ſuffering, 
You do not know what Beauty may invite 


Your Change, what Happineſs may tempt your Eye 
And Heart together.. | 

Arc. Should all the Graces of your Sex conſpire 
In one, and ſhe ſhould court, with a Dowry | 
Able to buy a Kingdom, when J give 
My Heart from Polidora. 

Polid. 1 ſuſpect not, 
And to requite thy Conſtancy, I ſwear. 

Arc. Twere Sin to let thee waſte thy Breath, 
I have Aſſurance of thy noble Thoughts, 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. My Lord, your Uncle hath been every where 

I th* Court inquiring for you, his Looks ſpeak 


— 


Some earneſt Cauſe. 
Arc. | am more acquainted with 

Thy Virtue, than to imagine thou wilt not 
Excuſe me now, one Kiſs diſmiſſes him 
Whoſe Heart thall wait on Polidora, prithee 
Let me not with for thy return too often. . 
My Father. Et; [Exit. 
Enter Neſtorius, and a Servant. 


Neſt. .1 met Arcadinus in ſtrange haſte, he told me 
He had been with thee. 


Polid. Some Affair too ſoon 
Raviſh'd him hence, his Uncle ſent for him 


You came now from Court: How looks the Queen 
This golden Morning: 


Neſt. Like a Bride, her Soul 
Is all on Mirth, her Eyes have quick'ning Fires, 
Able to ſtrike a Spring into the Earth 
la Winter. 


Polid. 
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polid. Then Liſimachus can have : 
No Froſt in's Blood, that lives ſo near her Beams. 


* > - * 


Reſolve to ſce the Ceremony of the Queen, 
"Twill be a Day of State. 
Polid. Jam not well. 
Neſt. How! Not well? retire then, I muſt return, 
My Attendance is expected, Polidora, 
Be careful of thy Health. 
Polid. It will concern me. LExeunt. 
Enter Arcadius and Macarius. 
Arc. You amaze me, Sir, 
Mac. Dear Nephew, if thou reſpect thy Safety 
My Honour, or my Age, remove thy ſelf, 
Thy Lite's in Danger. 
Arc. Mine? Who's my Enemy? 
Mac. Take Horſe, and inſtantly forſake the City, 
Or elſe within ſome unſuſpected Dwelling 
Obſcure thy ſelf, ſtay nor to know the Reaſon. 
Arc. Sir, 1 beſeech your Pardon, which i'th* Number 
Of my Offences unto any, ſhould 
Provoke this diſhonourable Flight ? 
Mac. T would, when I petition'd for thy ſtay, 
I had pleaded for thy Baniſhment, thou know'ſt not 
W hat threatens thee. 
Arc, I would defire to know it, 
I am in no Conſpiracy of Treaſon, 
Have raviſh'd no Man's Miſtreſs, not ſo muck 
As given the Lye to any, what ſhould mean 


Your ſtrange and violent Fears, I will not ſtir | 

Until you make me ſenſible I have loſt _ 

My Innocence. 
Mac. I muſt not live to ſee -? 


Thy Body full of Wounds, it were leſs Sin 

To rip thy Father's Marble, and fetch from 

The reverend Vault, his Aſhes, and diſperſe them 

By ſame rude Winds, where none ſhould ever find 

The facred Duſt : It was his Legacy, 

The Breath he mingled with his Prayers to Heav'n, 

| would preſerve Arcadins, whole Fate f 
: Y 3 He 
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He propheſy'd in Death, would need Protection, 
hou wor diſturb his Ghoſt, and call it to 
fright my Dreams, if thou refuſe to obey me. 
Arc. You more inflame me, to enquire the Cauſc 
Of your Diſtraction, and you'll arm me better 
an any Coward Flight, by acquainting me 
Whoſe Malice aims to kill me; good Sir, tell me. 
Mac. Then Prayers and Tears aſſiſt me. 
Arc. Sir. 
Mac. Arcadins, 
Thou art a raſh young Man, witneſs the Spirit 
Of him that truſted me ſo much, I bleed, 
Till I prevent this Miſchief. [ Exit, 
Enter Philocles and Lifander. 
Arc. Ha. Keep off. 
Phi. What mean you, Sir? 
Liſan, We are your Friends. 
rc. I know your Faces, but 
m not ſecure, I would not be betray'd. 
Liſan. You wrong our Hearts, who truly honour you. 
Arc, They fay I muſt be kill'd. 
Phi. By whom ? 
Arc. I know not, nor wou'd I part with Life ſo tamely. 
Phi. We dare engage ours in your Quarrel ; hide 
Your Sword, it may beget Suſpicion, 
It's enough to queſtion you. 
Arc. | am confident; 
Pray pardon me, come, I deſpiſe all Danger; 
Yet a dear Friend of mine, my Unc'e, told me 
He would not ſee my Body full of Wounds. 
Liſan. Your Uncle? this is ſtrange. 
Arc. Yes, my honeſt Uncle, 
If my unlucky Stars have pointed me 
So dire a Fate. 
Thi. There is ſome ſtrange Miſtake in't. 
2 Enter Antigonus. 
Ant. Arcadius, the Queen would ſpeak with you, 
You muſt make haſte. IF: 
Arc. Though to my Death, I flye 
Upon her Summons, I give up my Breath "IG 
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Then willingly, if ſhe command it from me. 
Phi. This does a little trouble me. 
Liſan. I know not 
W hat to imagine, ſomething is the Ground 
Of this Perplexity, bur I hope there is not 
Any ſuch Danger as he apprehends. 
Enter Queen, Liſimachus, Macarius, Eubulus, Selcucus, 
Arcadius, Ladies, Attendants, and Gent, 
Queen. We have already granted to Selencus, 
And they ſhall try their Valour, if Arcadius 
Have Spirit in him to accept the Challenge, 
Our Royal Word is paſt. 
Phi. This is ſtrange. | 
Eub. Madam, my Son knew not what he ask'd, 
And you were cruel to conſent ſo ſoon. 
Mac. W herein have J offended, to he r-»b'd 
At once, of all the Wealth I have, Arcadirs 
Is part of me. 
Eub. Seleucus's Life and mine 
Are twiſted on one Thread, both ſtand or fall 
Together; hath the Service for my Country 
Deſerv'd but this Reward, to be ſent weeping 
To my eternal home? Was't not enough 
When J was young, to loſe my Blood in Wars, 
But the poor Remnant that is ſcarcely warm 
And faintly creeping through my wither'd Veias 
Muſt be let out to make you Sport. 
Mac. How can 
We, that ſhall this Morn fee the ſacred Oil 
Fall on your Virgin Treſles, hope for any 
Protection hereafter, when this Day 
You facrifice the Blood of them that pray for you ? 
Arcadius, | prithee ſpeak thy ſelf, 
It is for thee 1 ., 
Eub. Seleucus, kneel, 
And ſay thou haſt repented thy raſh Suit; 
If &er I fee thee fight, I be thus wounded, 
How will the leaſt Drop forced from thy Veins 
Afflict my Heart. | 
Mpc. Why, that's good; | 
Y 4 Arcadius 


1 
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Arcadius, ſpeak to her; hear him, Madam. 
Arc. If you call back this Honour you have done me. 

I ſhall repent I live, do not perſwade me: 

Seleucus, thou art a noble Enemy, 

And I will love thy Soul, though I deſpair 

Our Body's friendly Converſation: 

] would we were to tugg upon ſome Cliff, 

Or like two Prodigies 1'th* Air, our Conflict 

Might generally be gaz'd at, and our Blood 


Appeaſe our Grandſires Aſhes, 
ac. I am undone. 
Sel. Madam, my Father ſays I have offended, 
If fo, I beg your Pardon, but beſeech you 
For your own Glory, call not back your Word. 
Eub. They are both mad. 
neon. No more, we have reſolv'd, 
And ſince their Courage is ſo nobly flam'd, 
This Morning we'll behold the Champions 
Within the Liſt; be not afraid their Strife 
Will ſtretch fo far as Death, ſo ſoon as we 
Are crown'd, prepare your ſelves. Seleucus.| Kiſſes her Hand. 
Sel. I have receiv'd another Life in this high Favour, 
And may loſe what Nature gave me. 
Queen. Arcadius, to encourage thy young Valour, 
We give thee our Father's Sword, 7 
Command it from our Armory; Lifmachus, 


To our Coronation. [ Exeunt, 
Sel. 1'lI forfeit | 

My Head for a Rebellion, than ſuffer it. [ Exit, 
Arc. I am circled with Confuſions, I'll do ſomewhat, 

My Brains and Friends aſſiſt me. [ Exit, 


Phi. But do you think they'll fight indeed? 
Lifan. Perhaps 
Her Majeſty will ſee a Bout or two. 
And yet 'tis wondrous ſtrange, ſuch SpeCtacles 
Are rare i'th* Court; an they were to skirmiſh naked 
Before her, then there might be ſome Excuſe. 
There is Gimcracks in't, the Queen is wiſe 
Above her Years, 
Phi. Macarius is perplex'd. 
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Enter Eubulus. 

Liſan. I cannot blame him, but my Lord Fubulus 
Returns, they are both troubled, las good Men, 
But our Duties are expected, we forget. [ Ex. Phi. Liſ. 

Eub. 1 muſt reſolve, and yet things are nor ripe, 

My Brain's upon the Torture. 

Mac. This may quit 
The hazard of his Perſon, whoſe leaſt drop 
Of Blood is worth more than our Families, 

My Lord Eubulus, I have thought a way 
To ſtay the young Mens deſperate Proceedings; 
It is our Cauſe they fight, let us beſeech 
The Queen, to grant us two the Privilege 
Of Duel, rather than expoſe their lives 
To either's fury ; it were pity they 
Should run upon ſo black a Deſtiny, 
We are both old, and may be ſpar'd, a pair 
Of fruitleſs Trees, Moſhe, and wither'd Trunks, 
That fill up too much Room. 
Eub. Moſt willingly, 
And I will praiſe her Charity to allow it; 
| have not yet forgot to uſe a Sword, 
Let's loſe no time, by this act, ſhe will licence 
Our Souls to leave our Bodies but a Day, 
Perhaps an Hour the ſooner; they may live 
To do her better Service, and be Friends 
When we are dead, and yet I have no hope 
This will be granted, curſe upon our Faction. 

Mac. If ſhe deny us————— 

Eub. What? 

Mac. I wou'd do ſomewhat ——— 

Eub. There's ſomething o'th' ſudden ſtruck upon 
My Imagination, that may ſecure us. 

Mac. Name it, if no Diſhonour wait upon't 
To preſerve them, I'll accept any danger, 

Eub. There is no other way, and yet my Heart 
W-::1d be excus'd, but 'tis to fave his Life. 

4c. Speak it, Eubulus, | 
1h, In your Ear I ſhall, 
ua not make a noiſe if you refuſe it. 
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Mac. Hum? though it ſtir my Blood, I'll meet Arca 
If this preſerve ther not, I muſt unſeal . 
Another M . | Ex; . 

Enter Queen, Liſimachus, Caſſander, Charilla, 
Lander, Philocles, and Antigonus. 
ween, We owe to all your loves, and will deſerve 
At leaſt by our Endeavours, that none may 
This day repent their Prayers; my Lord Protector. 

Caſ. Madam, I have no 
Such Title now, and am bleſt to loſe 
That Name fo happily z I was but truſted 
With a glorious burden. 

ueen. You have prov'd 
Your ſelf our faithful Counſellor, and muſt fill 
Protect our growing State; a Kingdom's Scepter 
Weighs down a Woman's Arm, this Crown fits heayy 
Upon my Brow already, and we know 
There's ſomething more than Mettal in this Wreath, 
Of ſhining Glory, but your Faith, and Counſel, 
That are familiar with Myſteries, 
And depths of State, have power to make us fit 
For ſuch a bearing, in which both you ſhall 
Do loyal Service, and reward your Duties. 

Coſt Heav'n preſerve your 'Highneſs. 

Queen. But yet my Lords and Gentlemen, let nonc 
Miſtake me, that becauſe I urge your Wiſdoms, 

I ſhall grow eareleſs, and impoſe on you 

The managing of this great Province, no, 

We will be active too, and as we are 

In Dignity above your Perſons, ſo, 

The greateſt portion of the difficulties 

We call to us, you in your ſeveral places 
Relieving us with your Experience, 

Obſerving in your beſt directions 
All modeſty, and diſtance; for although 
Me are but young, no action ſhall forfeit 

Our Royal Privilege, or encourage any 

Too unreverent boldneſs; as it will become 

Our Honour to conſult, e' er we determine 


Of the moſt neceſſary things of State, 
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go we are ſenſible of a Check, 
But in a Brow, that ſaucily controuls 
Our Action, preſuming on our Vears 
As few, or frailty of our Sex; that Head 
Is not ſecure, that dares our Power or Juſtice. 
Phi, She has a brave Spirit, look how the Protector 
Grows pale already. | | 
ween. But I ſpeak to you 
Are perfect in Obedience, and may ſpare 
This Theme, yet *twas no immaterial 
Part of our Character, ſince I deſire 
All ſhould take notice, T have ftudied 
The knowledge of my ſelf, by which I ſhail 
Better diſtinguiſh of your Worth and Perſons 
In your Relations to us. 
Lim. This Language 
Is but a threatning to ſome Body. 
Queen. But we miſs ſome, that uſe not to abſent 
Their Duties from us; where's Macarius? 
Caſ. Retir'd to grieve, your Majeſty hath given 
Conſent Arcadius ſhould enter the Liſt, 
To day, with young Seleucus. 
Queen, We purpoſe 
Enter Gentleman. 
They ſhall proceed; what's he? (tice 
Phi. A Gentleman belonging to Seleucus, that gives no- 
He is prepar'd, and waits your Royal Pleaſure. 
Queen. He was compos'd for Action, give noticc 
To Arcadius, and admit the Challenger: 
Let other Princes boaſt their gaudy Tilting, 
And mockery of Battels, but our Triumph 
Is celebrated with true noble Valour. | 
Enter Seleucus, and Arcadius.at ſeveral Doors, their Pages 
before them, bearing their Targets, 
Two young Men ſpirited enough to have 
Two Kingdoms ſtak'd upon their Swords; Liſimac his, 
Do not they excellently become their Arms? 
"'T were pity but they ſhould do ſomething more 
Than wave their Plumes. A ſhout within, 
What noiſe is that? | 
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Enter Macarius, aud Eubulus. 

Mac, The Peoples joy to know us reconcil'd, 
Is added to the Jubilee of the Day, 

We have no more a Faction but one Heart, 
Peace flow in every Boſom. 

Eub. Throw away 
Theſe Inſtruments of Death, and like two Friends 
Embrace by our Example. 

Queen. This unfeign'd? 

Mac. By our duties to your ſelf, dear Madam, 
Command them not advance, our Houſes from 
This Minute are incorporated; happy Day 
Our Eyes at which before Revenge look'd forth, 
May clear ſuſpicion, oh my prides off t 

Eub. We have found a nearer way to friendſhip, Madam, 
Than by expoſing them to fight for us. 

ween, I this be faithful, our Defires are bleſt. 
We had no Thought to waſte, but reconcile 
Your Blood this way, and we did propheſie 
This happy Chance; ſpring into either's Boſom, 
Arcadius and Selencus, what can now 
Be added to this Day's Felicity ? 
Yes, there is ſomething, is there not, my Lord? 
While we are Virgin \, Sb 

Caſ. Ha, that String 
Doth promiſe Muſick. 

Queen. I am yet, my Lords, 

Your ſingle Joy, and when I look upon 

W hat I have took, to manage the great care 
Of this moſt flouriſhing Kingdom, I incline 
To think I ſhall do juſtice to my felt, 

If I chuſe one, whoſe Strength and Virtue may 
Aſſiſt my Undertaking ; think you, Lords, 
A Husband would not help? 

Liſim. No queſtion, Madam, 

And he that you purpoſe to make ſo bleſt, 
Muſt needs be worthy of our humbleſt Duty, 
It is the general Vote. 

Queen. We will not then 

Trouble Ambaſſadors to treat with any 
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princes abroad, within our own Dominion, 
Fruitful in Honour, we ſhall make our choice; 
And that we may not keep you over-long 
In the Imagination, from this Circle we 
Have purpoſe to elect one, whom I ſhall 
Salute a King and Husband. 
Liſan. Now my Lord Liſimac huis. 
Juen. Nor ſhall we in this Action be accus'd 
Of Raſhneſs, ſince the Man we ſhall declare 
Deſerving our Affection, hath been early 
In our Opinion, which had Reaſan firſt 
To guide it, and his known Nobility 
Long marry'd to our Thoughts, will juſtifie 
Our fair Election. | 
) Phi. Liſimachus bluſhes. 
Caſ, Direct our Dutics, Madam, to pray for him. 
Queen. Arcadius, you ſee from whence we come, 
Pray lead us back, you may aſcend. 
Ve comes from the State. 
Caſ. How's this? o'er-reach'd ? 
Arc, Madam, be charitable to your humbleſt Creature, 
Do not reward the Heart, that falls in Duty 
Benath your Feet, with making me the burden 
Of the 8 a Mockery for Pages, 
*Twere Treaſon in me but to think you mean thus. 
Queen. Arcadius, you muſt refuſe my Love, 
Or ſhame this Kingdom. 
Phi. Is the Wind in that corner? 
＋ Caſ. I ſhall run mad, Liſimac bus. 
Liſim. Sir, contain your (elf. 
Sel. Is this to be believ'd? 
Mac. What Dream is this? 
Phi, He kiſſes her, now by this day I am glad on't. 
Liſan. Mark the Protector. 
Ant. Let him fret his Heart- ſtrings. 
Queen. Is the Day cloudy on the ſudden? 
Arc. Gentlemen, N 
It was not my Ambition, I durſt never 
Aſpire ſo high in Thought, but ſince her Majeſty 
Hath pleas'd to call me to this Honour, 1 


Will 
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Will ſtudy to be worthy of her Grace, 
By whom U hve. 

Queen, The Church to morrow ſhall 
Confirm our Marriage; noble Lifimachus, 
We'll find out other Ways to recompence 
Your Love to us. Set forward; come Arcad:us. 

Mac. It muſt be fo, and yet let me conſider, 

Caſ. He inſults already: Policy aflift me, 

To break his Neck. | 

Liſim. Who would truſt Woman? 

Loſt in a Pair of Minutes, loſt, how bright 
A Morning roſe, but now, tis Night? [Exenn:. 
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ACT UI. SCENE I 


Enter Polidora and a Servant. 


Polid, CY ſhall Virgins look for Faith hereafter, 
If he prove falſe, after ſo many Vows? 
And yet if I confider, he was tempted 
Above the Strength of a young Lover, two 
Such glorious courting his Acceptance, were 
Able to make Diſloyalty no Sin, 
At leaſt not ſeem a Fault; a Lady firſt, 
Whoſe very Looks would thaw a Man more frozen 
Than the Alps, quicken a Soul more dead than Winter, 
Add to her Beauty and Perfection, 
That ſhe's a Queen, and brings with her a Kingdom 
Able to make a great Mind forfeit Heav'n. 
What could the Frailty of Arcadius 
Suggeſt, to unſpitit him ſo much, as not 
To fly to her Embraces? You were preſent 
When ſhe delar'd her ſelf ? | 
Ser. Yes, Madam. 
Polid. Tell me, 
Did not he make a Pauſe, when the fair Queen 
A full Temptation ſtood him ?, 
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Ser, Very little 
My Judgment could diſtinguiſh, ſhe did no ſooner 
Propound, but he accepted. 
Polid. That was ill, | 
He might with Honour ftand one or two Minutes, 
Methinks it ſhould have ſtartled him a little 
To have remembred me, I have deſery'd 
At leaſt a cold Thought; well, pray give it him, 
Ser, I ſhall. | 
Pol. When? 
Ser. Inſtantly. 
Polid. Not {o, | 
But take a time when his Joy ſwells him moſt, 
When his Delights are high and raviſhing, 
When you perceive his Soul dance in his Eyes, 
When ſhe that muſt be his hath dreſt her Beauty 
With all her Pride, and ſends a thouſand Cuprids * 
To call him to the taſting of her Lip; 10 
Then give him this, and tell him, while I live, i 
Ill pray for him. il 
Ser. I ſhall. Exeunt. F 
Enter Caſſander and Liſimachus. F 1 
Caſ. There is no way but Death. 1 
Lim. That's black, and horrid; If 
Conſider, Sir, it was her Sin, not his; | i 
I cannot accuſe him; what Man could carry 
A Heart ſo frozen, not to melt at ſuch 
A glorious Flame? Who could not fly to ſuch 
A Happineſs? | 
Caſ. Have you Ambition | 
To be a tame Fool? See ſo vaſt an 1 
And not revenge it? Make me not ſulpect 
Thy Mother for this Sufferance, my Son. 
Liſim. Pray hear me, Sir. | 
Caſ. Hear a patient Gull, ml 
A Property, thou haſt no Blood of mine, 1 
If chis Affront provoke thee not, how canſt a 
Be charitable to thy ſelf, and let him live 
To glory in thy Shame? Nor is he innocent; M 
; e 
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He had before crept {lily into her Boſom, 
And practiſed thy Diſhonour. 

Lifim. You begin to ſtir me, Sir. 

Caſ. How elſe could ſhe be guilty 
Of ſuch Contempt of thee, and in the Eye 
Of all the Kingdom? they conſpir'd this ſtain, 
When they had cunning Meetings ; ſhall thy Loye 
And blooming hopes be ſcatter'd thus, and Liſimac hus 
Stand idle Gazer? 

Liſim. What, Sir, will his Death 
Advantage us, if ſhe be falſe to me? 
So irrreligious, and to touch her Perſon ———. 
Pauſe, we may be obſerved. 

Enter Philocles and Liſander. 

Liſan. Tis the Protector 
And his Son. 

Phi. Alas, poor Gentleman, I pity 
His neglect, but am not ſorry for his Father. 

Phi. *Tis a ſtrange tarn. 

Liſan. The whirligigs of Women. 

Pbi. Your Grace's Servant. 

Caf. I am yours, Gentlemen, 

And ſhould be happy to deſerve your Loves. 

Phi. Now he can flatter, 

Liſan. In't, Sir, to inlarge your Sufferings, I have 
A Heart doth wiſh | 
The Queen had known better to reward 
Your Love and Merit. . 

Liſan. If you would expreſs 
Your Love to me, pray do not mention it, 

I muſt obey my Fate. 

Phi, She will be married 
To t' other Gentleman for certain then? 

Caſ. I hope you'll wiſh em joy. 

Phi. Indeed I will, Sir. 


* 


Liſan. Vour Grace's Servant. : [Exit. 


Caſ. We are grown | 
Ridiculous, the Paſtime of the Court: 
Here comes another. 
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Enter Seleucus. 
Sel. Where's your Son, my Lord? 
Ce Like a neglected Servant of his Miſtreſs. 
Set. I would ask him a Queſtion. 4 
Caſ. What ? \ 
Sel. Whether the Queen, | 
As *tis reported, lov'd him; he can tell ; 
Whether ſhe promis'd what they talk of, Marriage. 
Caf. I can re(olve you that, Sir. 
Sel. She did promiſe ? 
Caf. Ves. 
Sel. Then ſhe's a Woman; and your Son—— 
Caſ. What? ; 
Sel. Not worthy his Blood, and Expectation, 
If he be calm. *®* 


Caſ. There's no oppoſing Deſtiny. 


Sel. J would cut the Throat. 
Caſ. Whoſe Throat? 5 85 
Sel. The Deſtinies, that's all, your Pardon, Sir, 
I am Seleucus ſtill, a poor Shadow 
O'th' World, a walking Picture, it concerns | 
Not me, I am forgotten by my Stars. : (chee. 
Caſe. The Queen, with more Diſeretion, might ha choſen 
Sel. Whom? 
Caſ. Thee, Seleucus. 8 
Sel. Me? I cannot dance, and frisk with due Activity, 
* Body is Lead, | have too much Phlegme, what ihould 
I do with a Kingdom? No, Arcadius ; 
Becomes the Cuſhion, and can pleaſe; yet ſetting 
Aſide the Trick that Ladies of Blood look at, 
Another Man might make a ſhift to wear 
Rich Cloaths, ſit in the Chair of State, and nod, 
Dare venture on Diſcourſe, that does not trench 
On compliment, and think the ſtudy of Arms 
And Arts more commendable in a Gentleman, 
Than any Galliard. 
Caſ. Arcadius, 
And you, were rcconcil'd. 


Vol. VI. Z Sel. 
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Sel. We? yes, oh yes, 
But 'tis not Manners now to ſay we are Friends, 
At our Equality there had been Reaſon, 

But now Subjectiou is the Word. 
Caf. They are not 
Yet marry'd. 

Sel. Pl make no Oath upon't : 

My Lord Lifmachus, . 
A Word, you'll not be angry if I love you; 
May not a Batchelor be made a Cuckold ? 

Liim. How, Sir? 

Caſ. Liſimachus, this Gentleman 
Is worth our Embrace, he's ſpirited, 

And may be uſeful. 

Sel, Hark you, can you tell 
W here's the beſt Dancing-Mafter ® And you mean 
To rife at Court, practiſe to Caper, farewel 
The noble Science, that makes Work for Cutlers, 
It will be out of Faſhion to wear Swords; 

Maſques and Devices welcome, I falute you. 
Is it not pity any Diviſion - 
Should be heard out of Muſick? Oh 'twill be 
An excellent Age of Crotchets, and of Canters. 
Buy Captains, that like Fools will ſpend your Blood 
Out of your Country, you will be of leſs 
Uſe than your Feathers, if you return unmann'd 
You ſhall be beaten ſoon to a new March, 
When you ſhall think it a Diſcretion 
To ſell your glorious Buffs to buy fine Pumps, 
And Pantables ; this is I hope no Treaſon. 
Enter Arcadius leading the Queen, Charia, Eubulus, 
Liſander, Philocles, Polidora, and Servant. 
Caſ. Wo'r ſtay, Liſimachbus? | 
Liſim. Ves, Sir, 
And ſhew a Patience above her Injury. 

Arc. This Honour is too much, Madam, aſſume 

Your Place, and let Arcadius wait ſtill; 

Tis Happineſs enough to be your Servant. 
Caſ. Now he diſſembles. 
Queen. Sir, you muſt fir. 
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Arc. I am obedient. 
Queen. This is not Muſick | 
Sprightly enough, it feeds the Soul with Melancholy. 
How ſays Arcadins? 
Arc. Give me leave to think 
There is no Harmony but in your Voice, 
And not an Accent of your heav'nly Tongue, 
But ſtrikes me into Rapture: I incline 
To think, the Tale of Orpheus no Fable; 
Tis poſſible he might inchant the Rocks, 
And charm the Foreſt, ſoften Hell, Hell it ſelf, 
With his commanding Lute, it is no Miracle 
To what you work, whoſe very Breath conveys 
The Hearer into Heav'n, how at your Lips 
Day- Winds gather Perfumes, proudly olide aways 
To diſperſe Sweetneſs round about the W orld. 
Sel. Fine Stuff. 
ween, You cannot flatter; 
Arc. Not, if I ſhould ſay, 
Nature had plac'd you here the Creatures Wonder, 
And her own Spring, from which all Excellence 
On Earth's deriv'd, and copy'd forth, and when 
The Character of fair, and good in others 
Is quite worn out, and loſt, Jooking on you 
It is ſupply'd, and you alone made mortal 
To feed, and keep alive all Beauty. 
Sel. Ha, ha, can you endure it, Gentlemen? 
Liſan. What do you mean? 
Sel. Nay, ask him what he means, mine is a down- 
right Laugh. 

ueen. Well, Sir, proceed. 
Arc. At ſuch bright Eyes the Stars do light themſelves, 
At ſuch a Forehead Swans renew their white, 
From ſuch a Lip the Morning gathers Bluſhes. 
Sel. The Morning is more modeſt than thy Praiſes i 
W hat a thing does he make her? | = 
Arc. And when you flye to Heav'n and leave this World, 
No longer Maintenance of Goodneſs from yeu 
Then Poetry ſhall loſe all Us with us; 

| A 
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Amd be no more, ſince nothing in your Abſence 


Is left, that can be worthy of a Verſe. 
Sel. Ha, ha. 


Queen. Who's that? 
Sel. Twas I, Madam. 
Arc. Seleucus ? 
Caſ. Ha? $2 
Sel. Yes, Sir, *twas I that laugh'd. 
Arc. At what? 
Sel. At nothing. 
Liſan. Contain your ſelf, Se leucus. 
Eub, Are you mad? 
Queen. Have you Ambition to be puniſh'd, Sir ? 
Sel. I need not, 'twas Puniſhment 
Enough to hear him make an Idgl of you, he left 
Out the Commendation of your Patience ; I was a littl: 
Mov'd in my Nature, to hear his Rodomontados, and 
Make a Monſter of his Miſtreſs, which 1 pity'd firſt, 
But ſeeing him proceed, I gueſt he brought you 
Mirth with his Inventions,and ſo made bold to laugh atit. 
Dueen. You are ſawcy, | 

We'll place you where you ſha'not be ſo merry: 
Take him away. 
Liſan. Submit your ſelf. 
Arc. Let me plead for his Pardon. 
Sel. I wou'd not owe my Life ſo poorly, beg thy own, 
W hen you are King you cannot bribe your Deſtiny. 
Eub. Good Madam, hear me, 1 fear he is diſtracted. 
Brave Boy, thou ſhould'ſt be Maſter of a Soul 
Like his; thy Honour's more concern'd. 
Sel. Tis Charity, 3 
Away wo' me, boy, Madam? 

Caſ. He has a daring Spirit. [ Exit Sel. Eub. Cal. 

Arc. Theſe, and a thouſand more Affronts, I mult 

Expect, your Favours draw them all upon me; 
In my firſt State I had no Enemies, | 

was ſecure, while I did grow beneath 
This Expectation; humble Vallies thrive with 
Their Boſoms full of Flowers, when the Hills melt 


With Lightning, and rough Anger of the Clouds: 
Let me retire, ' Queen. 
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Queen. And can Arcadius 

At ſuch a Breath be mov'd? I had Opinion 
Your Courage durſt have ſtood a Tempeſt for 
Our Love, can you for this incline to leave 
What other Princes ſnould in vain have ſued for? 
How many Lovers are in Efire now 
Would throw themſclves on Danger, not expect 
One Enemy, but empty their own Veins, 
And think the Loſs of all their Blood rewarded, 
To have one Smile of us when they are dying? 
And ſhall this Murmur ſhake you ? 

Arc. Not, dear Madam, 

My Life is ſuch a poor deſpiſed thing, 

In Value your leaſt Graces, that 

To loſe it were to make my ſelf a Victory, 

It is not for my ſelf, I fear: The Envy 

Of others cannot faſten wound in me 

Greater, than that your Goodneſs ſhould be check'd 
So daringly. 

Queen. Let not thoſe Thought afflict thee, 
While we have Power to correct the Offences, 
Arcadius be mine, this ſhall confirm it. 

Arc. I ſhall forget, | 
And loſe my way to Heav'n ; that Touch had been 
Enough to have reſtor'd me, and infus'd 
A Spririt o a more celeſtial Nature, 

After the tedious Abſence of my Soul; 

Oh bleſs me not too much, one Smile a Day 
Would ftretch my Life to Mortality. 

Poets that wrap Divinity in Tales, 

Look here, and give your Copics forth of Angels, 
What Bleſſing can remain? 

Qugen. Our Marriage. 

Arc Place then ſome Horrors in the way 
For me, not you, to paſs, the Journey's end 
Holds out ſuch Glories to me, 1 ſhould think 
Hell but a poor Degree of ſuffering for it. 

What's that, ſome Petition? a Letter to me. 
Tou had a Polidora. Ha, that's all. 
Iith' Minute when my Veſlels rew lanch'd forch, 
| | 2 3 With 
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With all my Pride, and ſilken Wings about me, 
I ſtrike upon a Rock: What Power can ſave me? 
You had a Polidora; there's a Name 
KilFd with Grief, I can ſo ſoon forget her. 
Ser. She did impoſe on me this Service, Sir, 
And while ſhe lives, ſhe ſays, ſhe'll pray for you. 
Arc. She lives, 9 
That's well, and yet 'tcwere better, for my Fame 
And Honour, ſhe were dead: What Fate hath place 
Upon this fearful Precipice ? 
Ser. He's troubled. 
Arc. I muſt reſolve, my Faith is violated 
Already, yet poor loving Palidora 
Will pray for me, ſhe ſays, to think ſhe can 
Render me hated to my ſelf, and every 
Thought's a Tormentor, let me then be juſt. 
Queen. Arcadins. 
Arc. That Voice prevails again; oh Polidora, 
Thou muſt forgive Arcad ius, I dare not 
Turn Rebel to a Princeſs, I ſhall love 
Thy Virtue, but a Kingdom has a Charm 
To excuſe our Frailty. Deareſt Madam. 
Queen, Now ſet forward. 
Arc. To perfect all our Joys. 
Enter Macarius, a Biſhop, and Caſſander. 
Mac. I'll fright their Glories. 
Caſ. By what means? 
Mac. Obſerve. 
Arc. Our good Unkle, welcome. 
Queen. My Lord Macarius, we did want your Perſon, 
There's ſomething in our Joys wherein you ſhare. 
Mac. This you intend your Highneſs Wedding Day. 


Queen. We are going. 

Mac. Save your Labour, 

T have brought a Prieſt to meet you. 
Arc. Reverend Father. 
| Queen. Meet us? Why? 
Mac. To tell you, that you muſt not marry. 
Caſ. Didſt thou hear that, Liimachus? 
Lim. And wonder what will follow. 


Queen. 
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ucen. We muſt not marry. 

52 Madam, tis a ww” 
Firſt made in Heav'n, and I muſt needs declare 
You and Arcadius muſt tye no Knot 
Of Man and Wife. 

Arc, Is my Unkle mad? 

Dngen. Joy has tranſported him, 
Or Age has made him dote; Macarius, 
Provoke us not too much, you will preſume 
Above our Mercy. 

Mac. I'll diſcharge my Duty, 
Could your Frown ſtrike me dead, my Lord, you know 
Whoſe Charatter this is. 

Caf. It is Tbeodiſſus, 
Your Grace's Father. 

Biſh. | am ſubſcrib'd a Witnels. 

Phi. Upon my Life *tis his. 

Mac. Fear not, [I'll croſs this Match, 

Caf. I'll ble thee fort. d 

Arc. Unkle, d'ye know what you do, or what we are 
Going to finiſh ? you will not break the Neck of my glori- 
Fortune, now my Foot's i'th' Stirrup, and mounting, (ous 
Throw me over the Saddle? I hope you'll let one 
Be a King. Madam, tis as you ſay, 
My Unkle. is ſomething craz'd, there's a Worm 
In's Brain, but I beſeech you pardon him, he is 
Not the firſt of your Council, that has talk'd 
Idly; d'ye hear my Lord Biſhop, I hope 
You have more Religion than to join with him 
To undo me. 
- Biſhep. Not I, Sir, but I am commanded by Oath 
And Conſcience, to ſpeak Truth. 

Arc. If your Truth thould do me any harm, I ſhall never 
Be in Charity with a Crozier's Staff, look to't. 

+ Queen. My youngeſt Brother. A 
Caſ. Worſe and worſe, my Brains. Exit. 
Mac. Deliver'd to me an Infant with this Writing, 

To which this Reverend Father is a Witneſs. (Child? 
Liſan. This he whom we ſo long Sought dead, a 
Queen. But what ſhould make my Father to truſt him 
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To your Concealment? Give abroad his Death, and bury 
An empty Coffin? | 
Mac. A Jealouſie he had 
Upon Caſſander, whoſe ambitious Brain 
He fear d would make no Conſcience to depoſe 
His Son, to make Lifimachus King of Epire. 
Queen. He made no Scruple ro expoſe me then 
To any Danger? | 
Mac. He ſecur'd you, Madam, 
By an early Engagement of your Affection 
To Liſimac hus, exempt this Teſtimony; 
Had he been Arcadius, and my Nephew, 
I needed not obtrude him on the State, 
Your Love and Marriage had made him King 
Without my trouble, and ſav'd that Ambition, 
There was Neceſſity to open now 
His Birth and Title. 
Phi. Demetrius alive! 
Arc. What Riddles are theſe? W hom dothey talk of? 
Omn. Congratulate your Return to Life, and Honour, 
'And as becomes us, with one Voice falute you, 
Demetrius King of Epire. 
Mac. I am no Unkle, Sir, this is your Siſter, 
I ſhould have ſuffer'd Inceſt to have kept you 
Longer i'th' Dark; love, and be happy both, 
My Truft is now diſcharg'd. 
Liſan. And we rejoice. 
Arc. But do mock me, Gentlemen, 
May I be bold upon your Words to ſay 
I am Prince Theod/ſius's Son? 
Mac. The King. 
Arc. You'll juſtifie it? 
Siſter, I am very glad to ſee you. 
Sop. I am to find a Brother, and reſign my Glory, 
My Triumph is my Shame. I Eri. 
| Enter Caſſander. 
Caſ. Thine Ear, Liſimac bus. 
Arc. Gentlemen, I owe 
Tinto your Loves, as large Acknowledgment 


As to my Birth, for this great Honour, and My 
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My ſtudy ſhall be equal to be thought 
Worthy of both. 
Caſ. Thou art turn'd Marble. 
Liſim. There will be the leſs charge for my Monument. 
Caſ. This mult not be, fit faſt young King. Exit. 
Liſan. Your Siſter, Sir, is gone. 
Arc. My Siſter ſnould have been my Bride, that Name 
Puts me in mind of Polidora, ha ? 
Liſander, Philocles, Gentlemen, 
If you will have me think your Hearts allow me 
Theodrfis Son, oh quickly ſnatch ſome Wings, 
Expreſs it in your haſte to Polidora, 
Tell her what Title is new dropt from Heav'n 
To make her rich; only created for me: 
Give her the Ceremony of my Queen, 
With all the State that may become our Bride, 
Atrend her to this Throne; Are you not there? 
Yet ſtay, *tis too much Pride to ſend for her, 
We'll go our ſelf, no Honour is enough 
For Polidora, to redeem our fault, 
Salute her gently from me, and, upon 
Your Knee, preſent her with this Diadem, 
"Tis our firſt gift; tell her Demetrius follows 
To be her Gueſt, and give himſelf a Servant 
To her chaſt Boſome; bid her ſtretch her Hea t 
To mect me, Iam loſt in Joy and Wonder. Exeunt. 


ACT IV. SCE NE I. 


Enter Caſſander, Eubulus, and Ooldier. 


Caſ. WW Here's the Captain of the Caſtle ? 

SI. He'll attend your Honours preſently. 

C Give him knowledge we expect him. 

90%. J ſhall, my Lord. [ Exit. 
Caf. He is my Creature, fear not, 

And ſhall run any courſe that we propound. 
Eub. My Lord, I like the Subſtance of your Plot, ok 
| is 


* 
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*Tis promiſing, but Matters of this conſequence 
Are not ſo eaſily perfect, and it does 
Concern our Heads to build upon ſecure 
Principles; though Seleucus, I gonfeſs, 
Carry a high and daring Spirit in him, 
"Tis hard to thruſt upon the State new ſettled 
Any Impoſtor, and we know not yet 
Whether he'll undertake to play the Prince; 
Or if he ſhould accept him, with what cunning 
He can behave himſelf. 
| Caf. My Lord, affairs 
Of ſuch a glorious Nature, are half finiſh'd, 

When they begin with confidence. 

Eub. Admit 
He want no Art, or Courage, it muſt reſt 
Upon the People to receive his Title, 
And with what danger their uncertain Breath 
May flatter ours, Demetrius ſcarcely warm 
In the King's Seat, I may ſuſpect. 

Caſ. That Reaſon 
Makes for our part, for if it be ſo probable 
That young Demetrius ſhould be living, why 
May not we work them to believe, Leonatus, 
The eldeſt Son, was, by ſome trick, preſerv'd, 
And now would claim his own: There were two Sons, 
Who in their Father's life we ſuppoſed dead, 
May not we find a Circumſtance to make 
This ſeem as clear as other? Let the Vulgar 
Be once poſſeſt, we'll carry Epire from 
Demetrius, and the World. | 

Eub, I could be pleas'd 


To ſee my Son a King. 
555 | . Poleanus. 


The Captain's here. f 
Polea. I wait your Lordſhips pleaſure. 
Caf. We come to viſit your late Priſoner : 
I will not doubt, but you intreat him fairly, 
He will deſerve it for himſelf, and you 
Be fortunate in any occaſion, 
To have expreſs'd your Service. 


Polea. 


Polea. Sir, the knowledge 
Of my honourable Lord his Father, will 
Inſtrut me to behave my ſelf with all : 
Reſpects becoming me, to ſuch a Son. 
Caſ. Theſe things will leaſt 
Oblige you, but how bears he his Reftraint ? 
Poles. As one whoſe Soul's above it. 
Eub. Patiently ? = 
Polea. With Contempt rather of the great Command | 
Which made him Priſoner; he will talk ſometimes 4 
So ſtrangely to himſelf, 
Eub. He's here. 
Enter Seleucus. $4 
Sel. Why was I born to be a Subject? 'tis 4 
Soon anſwer'd, ſure my Father was no Prince, 10 
That's all : the ſame Ingredients uſe to make | 
A Man as active, though not Royal Blood 
Went to my Compoſition, and I 
Was gotten with as good a Will perhaps, 
And my Birth coſt my Mother as much Sorrow, 
As I had been born an Emperor. 
Caſ. While I look 
Upon him, ſomething in his Face preſents 
A King indeed. 4 
Eub. He does reſemble much 
Theodofius too. 
Caſ. Whoſe Son we would pretend him, 
This will advance our Plot, 
Sel. *Tis but a Name, 
And mere Opinion, that prefers one Man 
Above another, Ill imagine then 
I am a Prince, or ſome — thing on Earth, 
And ſee what follows : Bur it muſt nor be, 
My fingle Voice will carry it, the name 
Of King mult be attended with a Troop 
Of Acclamations, on whoſe airy Wings 
He mounts, and once exalted, threatens Heav'n, 
And all the Stars; how to acquire this noiſe, 
And be the thing I talk of, Men have riſe 


From a more cheap Nobility to Empires, 


From 
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From dark Originals, and ſordid Blood, 
Nay ſome that had no Fathers, Sons of the Earth, 
And flying People, have aſpir'd to Kingdoms, 
Made Nations tremble, and have practis'd Frowns 
To awe the World, their Memory is glorious, 
And I would hug them in their Shades; but what's 
All this to me, that am I know not what, 
And leſs in Expectation? 
Polea. Are you ſerious ? 
Caſ. Will you aſſiſt, and run a Fate with us? 
Polea. Command my Life, I owe it to your Favour, 
Sel. Arcadius was once as far from being 
As I, and had we not ſo cunningly 
Been reconciPd, or one, or both had gone 
To ſeek our Fortunes in another World; 
What's the Device now? If my Death be next, 
The Summons ſhall not make me once look pale. 
Caſ. Chide your too vain Suſpicions, we bring 
A Life, and Liberty, with what elſe can make 
Thy Ambition happy, thou'ſt a glorious Flame, 
We come to advance it. 
Sel. How ? 
Caſ. Have but a Will, 
And be what thy own Thoughts dare prompt thee to, 
A King. 
Sel. You do not mock me, Gentlemen ? 
You are my Father, , Sir. | 
Eub. This Minute ſhall 
Declare it, my Seleucus, our Heart's ſwell'd 
With Joy, with Duty rather, oh my Boy! 
Sel. What's the Myſtery? 
Polea. Vou muſt be a King. . 
Caſ. Seleucus, ſtay, thou art too incredulous, 
Let not our Faith and Study to exalt thee, | 
Be ſo rewarded. 
Eub. I pronounce thee King, 
Unleſs thy Spirit be turn'd Coward, and 
Thou faint to accept it. 1 
Sel. King of what? 
Caſ. Of Epire. 
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$I. Although the Queen, ſince ſhe ſent me hither, 
Were gone to Heav'n, I know not how 
That Title could devolve to me. 
Caſ. We have 
No Queen, fince he that ſhould have married her, 
Is prov d her youngeſt Brother, and now King 
In his own Title. 
Sel. Thank you, Gentlemen, 
There's hope for me. 
Caſ. Why, you dare fight with him 
And need be, tor the Kingdom. 
Sel. With Arcadius? 
If you'll make Stakes, my Life againſt his Crown, 
III figlit with him, and you, and your fine Son, 
And all the Courtiers one after another, 
Caſ. Two'not come to that. 
Sel. I am of your Lordſhip's mind, ſo fare you well. 
Caſe. Yet ſtay and hear. 
Sel, What? that you have betray'd me: 
Do, tell your King, my Life is grown a burden, 
And I'll confeſs, and make your Souls look pale, 
To ſec how nimble mine ſhall leap this Battlement 
Of fleſh, and dying, laugh at your poor Malice. 
Omnes. No more, long live Leonatus King of Epire. 
Sel. Leonatus, Who's that? 
Caſ. Be bold, and be a King, our Brains have been 
Working to raiſe you to this height, here are 
None but Friends, dare you but call your ſelf 
Leonatus, and but juſtifie with confidence 
What we'll proclaim you, if we do not bri 
The Crown to your Head, we'll forfeit ours. 
Eub. TheState is in diſtraction, Arcadius 
Is prov'd a King, there was an elder Brother, 
If you dare but pronounce you are the ſame, | 
Forget you are my Son. 
Polea. Theſe are no trifles, Sir, all is plotted, 
To aſſure your Greatneſs; if you will be wiſe, 
And take the fair occaſion that's preſented. 
Sel. Arcadius, you ſay, is lawful King, 


And 
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And now to depoſe him, you would make me 
An elder Brother, is't not ſo? 
"= Moſt right. 

_ Sel. Nay, right or wrong, if this be your true meaning, 

Omnes. Upon our lives. 

Sel. I'll venture mine, but with your Pardon, 
Whoſe Brain was this? from whom took this Plot Life ? 

Eub. My Lord Caſſander. 

Gel. And you are of his Mind? and you? and think 
This may be done? 

Eub. The Deſtinies ſhall not croſs us, if you have 
Spirit to undertake it. 

Sel. Undertake it? 

1 am not us'd to compliment, I'll owe 

My Life to you, my Fortunes to your Lordſhip, 
Compoſe me as you pleaſe, and when you've made 
Me what you promiſe, you ſhall both divide 

Me equally: One word, my Lord, I had rather 
Live 1n the Priſon ſtill, than be a Propency 

To advance his Politick ends. 

Eub. Have no ſuſpicion. 

Caſ. So, ſo, I ſee Demetrius Heels already 
_ Trip'd up, and I'll diſpatch him out o'th* way, 
Which gone, I can depoſe this at my leaſure, 
Being an Impoſtor; then my Son ſtands fair, 
And may piece with the Princeſs. We loſe time, 
W hat think you, if we firſt ſurprize the Court? 
While you command the Caſtle, we ſhall curb 
All Oppoſition. 

Eub. Let's proclaim him firſt. 
I have ſome Faction, the People love me, 
They gain'd to us, we'll fall upon the Court. 

Caſ. Unleſs Demetrius yield himſelf, he bleeds. 

- Sel. Who dares call Treaſon Sin, when it ſucceeds ? 
| [Exeunt Onnes. 
Enter Sophia and Charilla. 

Cha. Madam, you are too paſſionate, and loſe 
The greatneſs of your Soul, with the expence 
Of too much Grief, for that which Providence 
Hath eas'd you of, the burden of a State 
Above your tender bearing. 


Se. 
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. Thovu'rt a Fool, . 
And canſt not reach the Spirit of a Lady, 
Born great as I was, and made only Ieſs 
By a too cruel Deſtiny, above 
Our tender bearing: What goes richer to 
The Compoſition of Man than ours? 
Our Soul as free, and ſpacious ; our Heart's 
As great, our Will as large, each Thought as active, 
And in this only Man more proud than we, 
That would have us leſs capable of Empire; 
+ But ſearch the Stories, and the Name of Queen 
Shines bright with Glory, and ſome Precedents 
Above Man's Imitation. 
Cha. I grant it, 
For the Honour of our Sex, nor have you, Madam, 
By any weakneſs, forfeited Command; 
He that ſucceeds, in Juſtice, was before you, 
And you have gain'd more, in a Royal Brother, 
Than you could loſe by your reſign of Epire. 
Sop. This I allow, Charilla, I ha' done; 
Tis not the thought I am depos'd afflifts me, 
At the ſame time I feel a joy to know 
My Brother living: no, there is another 
Wound in me above cure. | 
Cha. Virtue forbid. 
th, Canſt find me out a Surgeon for that? f 
4. For what? 
+ My bleeding Fame: 
Cha. Oh do not 1njure 
Your own clear Innocence. 
Sop. Do not flatter me, | 
I have been guilty of an Act, will make 
All Love in Women queſtion'd, is not that 
A blot upon a Virgin's Name? my Birth 
Cannot extenuate my Shame, I am 
Become the Stain of Fire. 
Cha. Tis but | 
Your. own Opinion, Madam, which preſents 
Something to fright your ſelf, which cannot 
Be in the ſame ſhape ſo horrid to our Senſe. 
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Sp. Thou wou'dſt, but canſt not appear ignorant: 
Did not the Court, nay, the whole Kingdom, tale 
Notice, I lov'd Liſmachus ? | 

Cha, True, Madam. 

Sop, No, I was falſe, X 
Though counſel'd by my Father to affect him, 

I had my politick ends upon Caſſander, 

To be abſolute Queen, flattering his Son with hopes 
Of Love and Marriage, when that very Day 

I bluſh to think I wrong'd Lifmachus, i 

That noble Gentleman, but Heav'n puniſtꝭd me; 
For though to know Demetrius was a Bleſſing, 

Vet who will not impute it my Diſhonour? 

CLa. Madam, you yet may recompence Liſimac bus, 
If you affect him now, you were not falſe 
To him, whom then you lov'd not; if you can 
Find any gentle Paſſion in your Soul 
To entertain his Thought, no doubt his Heart, 
Though ſad, retains a noble Will to meet it; 

His Love was firm to you, and cannot be 
Unrooted with one Storm. 

Sop. He will not ſure 
Truſt any Language from her Tongue that mock'd him, 
Although my Soul doth weep for't, and is puniſh'd 
To love him above the World. 

Enter Liſimachus. 

Cha. He's here, N 
As Fate would have him reconcil'd, be free, 

And ſpeak your Thoughts. | | 

Liim. If, Madam, I appear 
Too bold, your Charity will fign my Pardon: 

I heard you were not well, which made me haſte 
To pay the Duty of an humble Viſit. | 

Sop. You do not mock me, Sir. 

Lim. I am confident 
You think me not ſo loſt to Manners, in 


The knowledge of your Perſon, to bring with me 


Such rudeneſs, I have nothing to preſent, 
But a Heart full of wiſhes for your Health, 
And what elſe may be added to your Happineſs. 
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Sp. I thought you had been ſenſible. 

Lim. How, Madam? 

Sp. A Man of Underſtanding, can you ſpend 
One Prayer for me, remembring the Diſhonour 
I have done Liſmmachns? 

Lifm. Nothing can deface that part of my 
Religion in me, not to pray for you. 

op. It is not then impoſſible you may 
Forgive me too, indeed I have a Soul 
Is full of Penitence, and ſomething elſe, 

If Bluſhing would allow to give't a Name. 

Liſim. What, Madam? 

Sop. Love, a Love that ſhould redeem 
My paſt Offence, and make me white again. | 

Lifim, 1 hope no Sadneſs can poſſeſs your Thoughts 
For me, I am not worthy of this Sorrow, 

But if you mean it any Satisfaction : 

For what your Will hath made me ſuffer, tis 

But a ſtrange Overflow of Charity, 

To keep me ſtill alive; be your ſelf, Madam, 

And let no Cauſe of mine be guilty of 

This Rape upon your Eyes, my Name's not worth 
The leaſt of all your Tears. 

Sop. You think 'em counterfeit. 

Lifim. Although I may 
Suſpect a Woman's Smile hereafter, yet 
I would believe their wet Eyes; and if this 
Be what you promiſe, for my ſake, 1 have 
But one Reply. 

Sop. I wait it. 

Lim. I have now 
Another Miſtreſs. 

Sop. Stay. 

Lifm. To whom I have made, | 
Since your Revolt from me, a new chaſte Vow, 
W hich not the ſecond Malice of my Fate 2 
Shall violate; and ſhe deſerves it, Madam, 

Even for that wherein you are excellent, 
Beauty, in Rich ſhe ſhines equal to you, 
Her Virtue, if ſhe but maintain what now 
Vol. VI. Aa She 
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She is Miſtreſs of, beyond all Competition, 

So rich it cannot know to be improv'd, 

Ar leaſt in my Eſteem, I may offend, 

But Truth ſhall juſtifie, I have not flatter'd her; 

I beg your Pardon, and to leave my Duty 

Upon your Hand, all that is good flow in you. Exit. 

Sep. Did he not ſay, Charilla, that he had 
Another Miſtreſs ? 

Cha. Such a Sound, mcthought, 
Came from him. 

S9p. Let's remove, here's too much Air, 
The ſad Note multiplies. 

Cha. Take Courage, Madam, 
And my Advice, he has another Miſtreſs, 
If he have twenty, be you wiſe, and croſs him 
With entertaining twice as many Servants, 
And when he ſees your Humour he']l return, 
And ſue for any Livery ; grieve for this. 
Hop. It muſt be the, tis Polidora has 
Taken his Heart, ſhe live my Rival, 
How does the Thought inflame me? 

Cha. Poli dora? | 

Sop. And yet ſhe does but juſtly, and he too; 
I would have robb'd her of Arcadius's Heart, 
And they will both have this Revenge cn me, 
But ſomething will rebel. Exit. 

Enter Demetrius, Philocles and Liſander. 

Dem. The Houſe is deſolate, none comes forth to meet 
She's ſlow to entertain us: Philocles, (us, 
I prithee tell me, did ſhe wear no Cloud 
Upon her Brow, was't freely that ſhe ſaid 
We ſhould be welcome. 

Phi. To my Apprehenſion, 

Yet 'tis my Wonder ſhe appears not. 

Lifan; She, nor any other, 

Sure there's ſome Conceit 
To excuſe it. 

Dem. Stay, who's this? obſerve what follows? 

Phi, Fortune? ſome Mask to entertain you, 2 : 

| nter 
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Enter Fortune crown'd, attended with Touth, Health 
and Pleaſure. 

For. Not yet? What Silence doth inhabit here? 

No Preparaticn to bid Fortune welcome ! 

Fortune, the Genius of the World, have we 

Deſcended from our Pride, and State, to come 

So far attended with our Darlings, Youth, 

Pleaſure, and Health, to be neglected thus? 

Sure this is not the Place? Call hither Fame. 

Enter Fame. 
Fame. What would great Fortune? 
For, Know 

Who dwells here. 

Fame, Once more J report, great Queen, 

This is the Houſe of Love. 

For. It cannot be, 

This Place has too much Shade, and looks as if 

It had been quite forgotten of the Spring, 

And Sun-Beams Love, affect Society, 

And Hcat, here all is cold as the Hairs of Winter, 

No Harmony, to catch the buſie Ear 

Of Paſſengers, no Object of Delight, 

To take the wandring Eyes, no Song, no Groan 

Of Lovers, no Complaint of Willow Garlands, 

Love has a Beacon upon his Palace Top, 

Of flaming Hearts, to call the weary Pilgrim 

To Reſt, and dwell with him, I ſee no Fire 

To threaten, or to warm: Can Love dwell here? 
Fame. If there be noble Love upon the World, 

Truſt Fame, and find it here. 

For. Make good your Boaſt, 
And bring him to us. 
Dem. W hat does mean all this ? 
Liſan, I told you, Sir, we ſhould have ſome Device. 
Euter Love. 

There's Gpid now, that little Gentleman, 

Has troubled every Maſque at Court this ſeven Year. 
Dem. No more. = 
Love. Welcome to Love, how much you Honour me! 

It had become me, that, . your Summons, 
a 2 N 
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I thould have waited upon mighty Fortune; 
But ſince you have vyouckſafed to viſit me, 
All the Delights Love can invent, ſhall low 
To entertain you, Muſick through the Air 
Shoot your inticing Harmony. 
For. We came to dance and revel with you. 
Love. I am poor | 
In my Ambition, and want thought to reach 
How much you honour Love, [ Dance, 
Enter Honour, 
Hon. What Intruſion's this? 
Whom do you ſeek here? 
Love. Tis Honour. 
For. He my Servant. 
Love. Fortune is come to viſit us. 
Hon. And has 
Corrupted Love : Is this thy Faith to her, 
On whom we both wait, to betray her thus 
To Fortune's Triumph ? Take her giddy Wheel, 
And be no more Companion to Honour ; 
I bluſh to know thee, who'll believe there can 
Be Truth in Love hereafter ? 
Love. | have found 
My Eyes, and ſee my Shame, and with it, this 
Proud Sorccreſs, from whom, and all her Charms, 
I flye again to Honour; be my Guard, 


Without thee I am loſt, and cannot boaſt, 
The Merit of a Name. 


For. Deſpis d? I thall 
Remember this Affront. 
Dem. W hat Moral's this ? Exeunt. 
Enter Honour with the Crown upon a mourning Cuſhion. 
What melancholy Object ſtrikes a ſudden 
Chillneſs through all my Veins, and turns me Ice? 
It is the ſame 1 ſent, the very ſame, 
As the firſt Pledge of her, enſuing Greatneſs : 
Why in this Mourning Livery, if ſhe live 
To whom I ſent it? ha, what Shape of Sorrow? 


Enter 


— 
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Euter Polidora in Mourning. 
It is not Poliaora, ſhe was fair 
Enough, and wanted not the ſetting off 
With ſuch a Black: If thou be'ſt Polidora, 
Why mourns my Love? It neither does become 
Thy Fortune, nor my Joys. 

Polid. But it becomes 
My Griefs, this Habit fits a Funeral, 

And it were Sin, my Lord, not to lament 
A Friend new dead. 

Dem. And J yet living? Can 
A Sorrow enter but upon thy Garment, 

Or diſcomplexion thy Attire, whilſt I 

Enjoy a Life for thee? Who can deſerve, 
Weigh'd with thy living Comforts, but a Piece 
Of all this Ceremony? Give him a Name. 

Polid. He was Arcadius. 

Dem. Arcadius? 

Polid. A Gentleman that lov'd me dearly once, 
And does compel theſe poor and fruitleſs Drops, 
Which willingly would fall upon his Hearſe, 
To embalm him twice. | 

Dem. And are you ſure he's dead? 

Polid. As ſure as you're living, Sir; and yet 
I did not cloſe his Eyes, but he is dead, 

And I ſhall never ſee the ſame Arcadirs : 

He was a Man ſo rich in all that's good, 

At leaſt I thought him ſo, ſo perfect in 

The Rules of Honour, whom alone to imitate 
Were Glory in a Prince; Nature her ſelf, 
Till his Creation, wrought imperfectly, 

As ſhe had made but tryal of the reſt, 

To mould him excellent. 

Dem. And is he dead? 
Come, ſhame him not with Praiſes, recollect 
Thy ſcatter'd Hopes, and let me tell my belt, 
And deareſt Polidora, that he lives, 
Still lives to honour thee. 

Polid, Lives, where? 


Aa 3 Dem. 
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Dem. Look here, 

Am not I worth your Knowledge? 

Polid. And my Duty; | 
You are Demetrius, King of Epire, Sir. 

1 could not eaſily miſtake him ſo, 
To whom I gave my Heart. 
Dem. Mine is not chang'd, 
But ſtill has fed upon thy Memory; 
Theſe Honours and Additions of State 
Are lent me for thy ſake, be not ſo ſtrange, 
Let me not loſe my Entertainment, now 
I am improv'd, and rais'd unto the Height, 
Beneath which, I did bluſh to ask thy Love. 

P-lid. Give me your Pardon, Sir: Arcadius, 
At our laſt mceting, without Argument, 

To move him more than his Aﬀection to me, 
Vow'd he did love me, lov'd me above all Women, 
And to confirm his Heart was truly mine, 

He wiſh'd, I tremble to remember it, 

When he forſook his Polidora's Love, 

That Heav'n might kill his Happineſs on Earth: 
Was not this nobly ſaid? Did not this promiſe 

A Truth to ſhame the Turtles? 

Dem. And his Heart 
Is ſtill the ſame, and I thy conſtant Lover. 

Polid. Give me your Leave, I pray: I would not ſay 
Arcadius was perjur'd, but the ſame Day, 
Forgetting all his Promiſes and Oaths, 

While yet they hung upon his Lips, forſook me, 
D'ye not remember this too? Gave his Faith 
From me, tranſported with the Noiſe of Greatneſs, 
And would be married to a Kingdom. 

Dem. But Heav'n permitted not 1 thould diſpoſe 

What was ordain'd for thee. 

Polid. It was not Virtue cms 

In him, for ſure he found no Check, no Sting 
In his own Boſome, but gave freely all 

The Reins to blind Ambition. 

Dem. 1 am wounded. | 
The Thought of thee i'th' Throng of all my Joys, . 
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Like Poiſon pour'd in Nectar, turns me frantick: 
Dear, if Arcadius have made a Fault, 
Let not Demetrius be puniſh'd for't, 
He pleads that ever will be conſtant to thee. 
Polid. Shall 1 believe Man's flatteries again, 
Loſe my ſweet Reſt, and Peace of Thought again, 
Be drawn by you from the ſtrait Paiths of Virtue, 
Into the Maze of Love? 
Dem. I ſee Compaſſion in thy Eye, that chides me, 
Tf I have either Soul, but what's contain'd 
Within theſe Words, or if one Syllable 
Of their full Force, be not made good by me, 
May all relenting Thoughts in you take end, 
And thy Diſdain be doubled, from thy Pardon, 
I'll count my Coronation; and that Hour 
Fix with a Rubrick in my Calendar, 
As an auſpicious time, to entertain 
Affairs of weight with Princes; think who now 
Intreats thy Mercy, come, thou ſha't be kind, 
And divide Titles with me. 
Polid. Hear me, Sir; 
I lov'd you once for Virtue, and have not 
A Thought ſo much unguarded, as to be won 
From my Truth and Innocence, with any 
Motives of State to affect you, 
Your bright Temptation mourns while it ſtays here; 
Nor can the Triumph of Glory, which made you 
Forget me, ſo court my Opinion back. 
Were you no King, I ſhould be ſooner drawn 
Again to love you, but 'tis now too late, 
A low Obedience ſhall become me belt : 
May all the Joys I want 
Still wait on you, if time hereafter tell you, 
That Sorrow for your Fault hath ſtruck me deag 
May one ſoft Fear drop from your Eye, in pity 
Bedew my Hearſe, and 1 ſhall fleep ſecurc!y : 
have but one Word more; for goodnels ſake, 
For your own Honour, Sir, correct your Paſſion 
To her you ſhall love next, and 1 forgive you {Frir. 
Of | Aa 4 Dem. 
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Dem. Her Heart is frozen up, nor can warm Prayers 
Thaw it to any Softneſs. 
Phi. I'll fetch her, Sir, again. 
Dem. Perſwade her not. 
Phi. You give your Paſſion too much leave to triumph. 
Seek in another what the denies. 
| Enter Macarius. 
Mac. Where's the King? Oh, Sir, you are undone, 1 
A dangerous Treaſon is a»toor. 
Dem, What Treaſon? 
Mac. Caſſander and Eubulus have proclaim'd 
Another King, whom they pretend to be 
Leonatus your elder Brother, he that was, 
But this Morning Priſoner in the Caſtle, 
Dem. Ha? 
Mac. The eaſie Epirotes 
Gather in Multitudes to advance his Title, 
They have ſeiz'd upon the Court, ſecure your Perſon, 
Whilſt we raiſe Power to curb this Inſurrection. 
Ant. Looſe no time then. 
Dem, We will not arm one Man, 
Speak it again, have I a Brother living, 
And muſt be no King? | 
Mac. What means your Grace? 
Dem. This News doth ſpeak me happy, it exalts 
My Heart, and makes me capable of more 
Than twenty Kingdoms. | 
1h Phi. Will you not, Sir, ſtand 
Upon your Guard? 
Dem. VII ſtand upon my Honour, 
Mercy relieves m. 
| Liſen Will you loſe the Kingdom? 
Dem. The World's too poor to bribe me; leave 
Me all, leſt you extenuate my Fame, and [ 
Be thought to have redeem'd it by your Council, 
You ſhall not ſhare one Scruple in the Honour; 
Titles may ſet a Gloſs upon our Name, 
But Virtue only is the Soul of Fame. 5 
Mac. He's ſtrangely poſſeſt, Gentlemen. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


Enter Philoclcs, and Liſander. | 
Phi. Ere's a ſtrange turn, Liſander. 1 


Liſan. Tis a Kingdom 1 
Eaſily purchas'd, who will truſt the Faith "nl 
Of Multitudes ? = 
Phi. It was his fault, that would 15 | 
So tamely give his Title to their Mercy, 1 
The new King has Poſleſhon. * 
Liſan. And is like | 
To keep't ; we are alone, what doſt think of 1 
This innovation? Is't not a fine Jigg? q | 


A precious cunning in the late Protector 
To ſhuffle a new Prince into the State. 
Phi. know not how they have ſhuffled, but my head on't, 1 
A falſe Card is turn'd up trump, but Fates look to't. 1 
Enter Caſſander and Eubulus. a 
Eub. Does he not carry it bravely ? 
Caſ. Excellently. 
Philocles, Liſander. 
Phi. Liſ. XY our Lordſhip's Servants, 
Are we not bound to Heav'n, for multiplying 
Theſe Bleſſings on the Kingdom. 
Phi. Heav'n alone | 
Works Miracles, my Lord. 
Liſan. I think your Lordſhip 
Had as little hope once to ſee theſe Princes 
Revive. | 
Phi, Here we muſt place our Thanks, 
Next Providence, for preſerving 
So dear a Pledge. 
Enter Leonatus attended. \ 
Eub. The King. | 
Leo. It is our pleaſure 
The number of our Guard be doubled, give 
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A Largeſs to the Soldiers; but diſmiſs not 
The Troops *till we command. 
Caſ. May it pleaſe. | 
Leo. It will not pleaſe us otherwiſe, my Lord, 
We have try'd your Faith. 
Eub. Does he not ſpeak with confidence? 
Leo. My Lords and Gentlemen, to whoſe Faith we muſt 
Owe next to Heav'n our Fortune, and our Safety, 
After a tedious Eclipſe, the Day | 
Is bright, and we inveſted in thoſe Honours, 
Our Blood and Birth did challenge. 
Caſ. May no time 
Be regiſtred in our Annals, that ſhall mention 
One that had Life to oppoſe your Sacred Perſon. 
Leo. Let them, whoſe Title's forg'd and flaw'd, ſuſpec: 
Their State's Security, our Right to Epire 
Heav'n is oblig'd to proſper. ; Treaſon has | 
No Face ſo black to fright it, all my cares 
Level to this, that I may worthily 
Manage the Province, and advance the Honour 
Of our dear Country, and be confident, f 
If an expence of Blood may = addition 
Of any Happineſs to you, I ſhall 
Offer my Heart the Sacrifice, and rejoice 
To make my ſelf a Ghoſt, to have inſcrib'd 
Upon my Marble, but whoſe cauſe 1 died for. 
Eub. May Heav'n avert ſuch danger. | 
Caſ. Excellent Prince, 
In whom we ſee the Copy of his Father, 
None but the Son of Theodhſius 
Could have ſpoke thus. 
Leo. We are pleas'd to interpret well, + 
Vet give me leave to ſay in my own Juſtice, 
L have but expreſs'd the promptneſs of my Soul 
To ſerve you all, but 'tis not empty wiſhes 
Can ſatisfie our mighty Charge, a weight 
Would make an Atlas double, a King's Name 
Doth ſound harmoniouſly to Men at diſtance; 
And thoſe who cannot penetrate beyond 


The bark, and out-skin of a Common- wealth, 
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Or State, have Eyes, but raviſh'd with the Ceremony 
That mutt attend a Prince, and underſtand not 
What Cares allay the Glories of a Crown, 
But good Kings find and feel the contrary : 
You have try'd, my Lord, the burden, and can tell 
It would require a Pilot of more Years 
To ſteer this Kingdom, now impos'd on me, 
By "are of my Birth. 
. I wiſh not Life, | 
Burt to _—_ thoſe happy days, which muſt 
Succeed theſe fair Proceedings, we are bleſt, 
But, Sir, be ſparing to your ſelf, we ſhall 
Hazard our Joys in you too ſoon, the burden 
Of State Aﬀairs impoſe upon your Council. 
*Tis fitter that we waſte our Lives, than you 
Call Age too ſoon upon you with the trouble, 
And cares that threaten ſuch an Undertaking, 
Preſerve your Youth. 
Leo. And chuſe you our Protector, 
Ist that you would conclude, my Lord? We will 
Deſerve our Subjects Faith for our own ſake, 
Not fit an idle Gazer at the Helm. 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Phi. How obſerv'd you that, 
Mark how Caſſander's Planet- ſtruck. 
Eub. He might have look'd more calmly for all that, 
begin to fear; but do not yet ſeem troubled. 
Leo. With what News travels his haſte? I mult ſecure 
My ſelf betimes, not be a King in jeſt, 
And wear my Crown a Tenant to their Breath. 
Caſ. Demetrius, Sir, your Brother, 
With other Traitors that oppoſe your Claims, 
Are fled to the Caſtle of Neftorius, | 
And fortifie. | 
- Mefe | ſaid not ſo, my Lord. ; 
Caf. I'll have it thought ſo, hence. Exit Meſſe;;. 
Leo. Plant Forces to batter . 
The Walls, and in their ruin bring us word 
They live not. i 4 
Eub. Good Sir, hear me. 
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Caſ. Let it work, 
Were Demetrius dead, we eaſily might uncrown 
This ſwoln Impoſtor, and my Son be fair 
To piece with young Sophia, who I hear 
Repents her late Affront. 

Fub. Their Lives may do 
You Service, let not Blood ſtain your beginnings; 
The People not yet warm in their Allegiance, 
May think it worth their Tumult to revenge it 
With hazard of your ſelf. | 

Leo. Who dares but think it? 
Yet offer firſt our Mercy, if they yield; 
Demetrius muſt not live, my Lord your counſel, 
What if he were in Heav'n ? 

. You have my conſent, 

You ſha'nor ſtay long after him. 

Leo. Sophia is 


Not my Silter, 


To prevent all that may indanger us, we'll marry her; 


That done, no matter though we itand diſcover'd, 


For in her Title then we are King of Epire, 
Without diſpute, 
Caſ. Hum; in my Judgment, Sir, 
That wo'net do ſo well. 
Leo. What's your Opinion? | 
Caſ. He countermines my Plot: Are you fo cunning ? 
Leo. What's that you mutter, Sir? 
Caf. 1 mutter, Sir? 
Leo. Beſt ſay I am no King, but ſome Impoſtor 
Rais'd up to gull the State. 
- Caf. Very fine! To have ſaid within 
Few hours you'd been no King, nor like to be, 
Was not in the compaſs of High Treaſon, 
I take it. 
Eub. Reſtrain your Anger, the King's mov'd, ſpeak not. 
Caf. 1 will ſpeak louder, do I not know him? 
That ſelf-ſame Hand that rais*'d him to the Throne 


Shall pluck him from it; is this my Reward? 


Leo. Our Guard, to Priſon with him. 
Caſ. Me to Priſon? 
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Leo. Off with his Head. 

Caſ. My Head? 

Eub. Vouchſafe to hear me, great Sir. 

Caſ. How dares he be ſo inſolent? 
I ha' wrought my ſelf into a fine condition, 
D'ye know me, Gentlemen ? 

Phi. Very well, my Lord; | 
How are we bound to Heav'n for multiplying 
Theſe bleſſings on the Kingdom. 

Leo. We allow it. 

Eub. Counſel did never blaſt a Prince's Ear. 

Leo. Convey him to the Sanctuary of Rebels, 
Neſtorius Houſe, where our proud Brother has 
Enſcons'd himſelf, they'll entertain him lovingly, 
He will be a good addition to the Traitors; 


Obey me, or you dye for't ; what arc Kings, 
When Subjects dare affront 'em ? 


Caf. 1 ſhall vex thy Soul for this. 

Leo. Away with him: When Kings 
Frown, let Offenders tremble : This lows not 
From any Cruelty in my Nature, but - 
The Fate of an Uſurper: he that will 
Be confirm'd great without juſt Title to'r, | 
Muſt loſe Compaſſion, know what's good, not do't. 


[ Exeunt. 


Enter Polidora and ber Servant. 
Ser. Madam, the Princeſs Sophia. 
Polid. lattend her Highneſs. 
Enter Sophia. 
How much your Grace honours your humble Servant. 
Sp. 1 hope my Brother's well. 
Polid. J hope ſo too, Madam. 
So9p. Do you but hope? he came to be your Gueſt. 
Polid. We are all his, whilſt he is pleas d to honour 
This poor Roof with his Royal Preſence, Madam. 
Hop. I came to ask your Pardon, Polidbra. 
Polid. You never, — treſpaſs'd upon me, 
Wrong not your Goodneſs. 
Sop. I can be bur penitent, 


Unleſs you point me out ſome other way | ' 
To ſatisfie. Poli: 
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Polid. Dear Madam, do not mock me. 

Sop. There's no injury like that to love, 
I find it now in my own Sufferings : 

But though I would have robb'd thee of Arcadius, 
Heav'n knew a way to reconcile your Hearts, 
And puniſh me in thoſe Joys you have found: 
I read the Story of my loſs of Honour, 
Yet can rejoice, and heartily, that you 
Have met your own again. 
Polid. Whom do you mean? 
So. My Brother. 

Polid. He is found to himſelf and Honour, 

He is my King, and though I muſt acknowledge 
He was the Glory of my Thoughts, and I 

Lov'd him, as you did, Madam, with deſire 

To be made his, Reaſon and Duty ſince 

Form'd me to other knowledge, and I now 
Look on him without any wiſh of more 
Than to be call'd his Subject. 

Sop. Has he made 
Himſelf leſs capable, by being King? 

Pol. Of what? 

$9p. Of your Affection? 

Pol. With your pardon, Madam, 

Love, in that Senſe you mean, left Polidora 
When he forſook Arcadins : I diſclaim 

All Ties between us, more than what a Name 
Of King mult challenge from my Obedience. 

Sop, This does confirm my Jealouſie, my Heart, 
For my ſake, Madam, has he loſt his value ? 

Polid. Let me beſeech your Grace, I may have leave 
To anſwer in ſome other Cauſe, or Perſon: 
This Argument bur opens a fad wound 
To make it bleed afreſh ; we may change this 
Diſcourſe: I would ele& ſome Subject, whoſe 
Praiſes may more delight your Ear than this 
Can mine; let's talk of young Liſimachus. 

Sop. Ha! my preſaging Fears. 

Pol. How does your Grace? 
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Sop. Well, you were talking of Liſimachus, 
Pray give me your Opinion of him. 
Polid. Mine ? 
It will be much ſhort of his Worth: I think him 
A Gentleman fo perfect in all Goodneſs, 
That if there be one in the World deſerves 
The beſt of Women, Heav'n created him 
To make her happy. os 
. You have, in a little, Madam, 
Expreſs'd a Volume of Mankind, a Miracle; 
Bur all have not the ſame degree of Faith, 
He is but young. 

Polid. What Miſtreſs would deſire 
Her Servant old ? he has both Spring to pleaſe 
Her Eye, and Summer to return a Harveſt, 

Sop. He is black. 

Polid. He ſets a Beauty off more rich, 

And ſhe that's fair will love him; faint Complexions 
Betray effeminate Minds, and love of change: 

Two Beauties in a Bed, compound few Men; 

He's not ſo fair to counterfeit a Woman, 

Nor yet ſo black, but Bluſhes may betray 

His Modeſty. 

S9p. His Proportion exceeds not. 

Polid. That praiſes him, and a well compacted Frame 
Speaks Temper, and ſweet flow of Elements: 
Vaſt Buildings are more oft for ſhew than uſe : 
I would not have my Eyes put to the Travel 
Of many Acres, e' er J could examine 
A Man from Head to Foot; he has no great, 
But he may boaſt, an elegant Compoſition. 

Sop. VII hear no more; you have ſo far out-done 
My injurics to you, that I call back 
My Penitence, and muſt tell Polidura, 

This Revenge ill becomes her. Am I thought 
So loſt in Soul to hear, and forgive this? 

In what Shade do I live? or ſhall I think 

I have not, at the loweſt, enough Merit, 
Setting aſide my Birth, to poize with yours? 
Forgive my modeſt Thoughts, if I riſe up 
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So great a Winter hath not frozen yet 


Find competition here? (forgive again 
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Tranſlates me to a fairer and better Kingdom 
| | 


* 


In my own Defence, and tell this unjuſt Lady, 


My Check, but there's ſomething Nature planted, 
That carries as much Bloom, and Spring upon't, 
As yours. What flame is in your Eye, but may 


My Virgin Honour; what is in your Lip 
To tice the enamour'd Soul, to dwell with more 
Ambition, than the yet unwither'd bluſh 
That ſpeaks the Innocence of mine? 
Enter Demetrius. 
Oh Brother? 
Dem. I'll talk with you anon, my Polidora, 
Allow thy Patience *till my Breath recover, 
W hich now comes laden with the richeſt news 
Thy Ear was ever bleſt with. | 
Sop. Both your Looks 
And Voice expreſs ſome welcome Accident. 
Dem. Gueſs what in wiſh could make me fortunate, 
And Heav'n bath dropt that on Demetrius. 
Sp. What means this Extaſie? 
Dem. T were fin to buſie 
Thy Thoughts upon't, I'll tell thee that I could 
Retain ſome part; *tis too wide a Jo 
To be exprels'd ſo ſoon, and yet it falls 
In a few Syllables, thou wo't ſcarce believe me, 
I am no King. 
Sep. How's that! | 
©Polid. Good Heav'n forbid. | 
Dem. Forbid ? Heav'n has reliey'd me with a Mercy 
I knew not how to ask, I have, they ſay, 
An elder Brother living, crown'd already, 
I only keep my name Demetrius, x5 
Without deſire of more addition, 
Than to return thy Servant. 
Polid. You amaze me, 
Can you rejoice to be depoſed? 
Dem. It but 


In Polidora. . 
Polis. 
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Polid. Me? | 

Dem. Did you not ſay, | 
Were I no King, you could be drawn to love 
Me again, that was conſented to in Heav'n: 

A Kingdom firft betray'd my ambitious Soul 
To forget thee; that, and the flattering Glories, 
How willingly Demetrius does reſign, ; 
The Angels know: Thus naked without Titles 
I throw me on thy Charity, and ſhall 
Boaſt greater Empire to be thine again, than 
To wear the Triumphs of the World upon me. 
Enter Macarius. 

Mac. Be not ſo careleſs of your ſelf, the People 

Gather in multitudes to your Protection, 
Offering their Lives and Fortunes, if they may 
But ſee you, Sir, and hear you ſpeak to em; 
Accept their Duties, and in time prevent 

Your Ruin. | 

Sp. Be not deſperate, tis Counſel. a 

Dem. You trouble me with Noiſe; ſpeak Polidoræ. 

Polid. For your own ſake preſerve your ſelf, 
My Fears diſtract my Reaſon. 

. Enter Antigonus. 

Ant. Lord Liſmmachus, - 
With ſomething that concerns your Safety, is 
Fled hither, and dc ſires a preſent hearing. IN 
. Mac. His Soul is honeſt; be not, Sir, a mad Man, 
And for a Lady, give up all our freedoms. [ Exit, 

Polid I'll fay any thing, hear Lifmachus. 

S9p. Dear Brother hear him. 

Enter Liſimachus. 

Lifm. Sir, I come to yield 
My {ſelf your Prifoner, it my Father have -- Ix 
Rais'd an Impoſtor to ſupplant your Title, 1 5 
Which I ſuſpect, and inwardly do bleed for, 

I ſhall not only, by the tender of 3 

My ſelf, declare my Innocence, but either, 

By my unworthy Life, ſecure your Perſon, 

Or by what Death you ſhall impoſe, reward 

The unexpected Treaſon. : 
Vo L. VI. B b | Sop. 
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Sep. Brave young Man: 

Did not you hear him, Brother ? 
Liim. I am not minded: 
Polid. Be witneſs, Madam, I reſign my Heart, 

It never was another's; you declare 

Too great a Satisfaction, I hope 

This will deſtroy your Jealouſie; 

Remember now your Danger. 

Dem. I deſpiſe it, 
What Fate dares injure me? 
5 Vet hear me, — 1 
Sop, Forgive me, Polidora, you are happy, 

My hopes 8 remov'd Saber T had chought 

Liſmachus had meant you for his Miſtreſs, 

"Tis miſery to feed, and not know where 

To place my jealouſie. 

| Enter Macarius. 
Mac. Now 'tis too late, 

You may be deaf, until the Cannon make 

You find your Senſe, we are ſhut up now by 

A Troop of Horſe, thank your ſelf. 

Polid. They will 
Admit Conditions. 3 

- Op. And allow us Quarter. [A ſbout within. 
Polid. We are all loſt. 

Dem. Be comforted. | 

® Enter Antiganus. ; 
Ant. News, my Lord Caſſander ſent by the new King 

To bear us eompany. | | 
Dem, Not as Priſoner? ' - FE 
Ant. It does appear no otherwiſe, the Soldiers 

Declare how much they love him, by their noiſe 

Of Scorn, and Joy to ſee him ſo rewarded. 

Dem. It cannot be. | 
Ant. You'll find it preſently, 2 
He curſes the new King, talks Treaſon *gainſt him 
As nimble as he were in's Shirt; he's here. 
| | Enter Caſſander. 
Caſ. Oh let me beg until my Knees take root 
Ith* Earth, Sir, can you pardon me? 


AJ 
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Dem. For what? 
Caſ. For Treaſon, deſperate, moſt malicious Treaſon: 
I have undone you, Sir. 
Dem. it does appear 
You had a Will. 
Caf. I'll make you all the Recompence I can, 
But e er you kill me, hear me; know the Man, 
Whom, I to ſerve my unjuſt ends, advanc'd 
To your Throne, is an Impoſtor, a mcre Counterfeit, 
Eubulus's Son, | Exit Ant. 
Dem. It is not then our Brother? 
Caſ. An inſolent Uſurper, proud, and bloody; 
Seleucut, is no Leproſie upon me? 
There is not Puniſhment enough in Nature 
To quit my horrid Act, I have not in 
My flock of Blood, to ſatisfie with weeping, 
Nor could my Soul, though melted to a Flood 
Within me, guſh out Tears to waſh my ſtain off. 
Dem. How ? anImpoſtor? what will become on's now ? 
We are at his Mercy. | 
Caf. Sir, the People's Hearts 
Will come to their own dwelling, when they ſee 
I dare accuſe my ſelf, and ſuffer tor it; 
Have courage then young King, thy Fate cannot 
Be long compell'd. 
Dem. Riſe, our Misfortune 
Carries this good, although it loſe our hopes, 
It makes you friend with Virtue, we'll expect 
W hat Providence will do. 
Caſ. You are too merciful, | 
Lim. Our Duties ſhall beg Heav'n {till to preſerve you. 
Enter Antigonus. — 
Ant. Our Enemy deſires ſome Parley, Sir. 
Lifim. Tis not amiſs to hear their Propoſition. 
Polid. Il wait upon you. | 
Dem. Thou art my Angel, and canſt beſt inſtruct me, 
Boldly preſent our ſelves, you'll with Caſſander. 
Caſ. And in Death be bleſt | | 
To find our Charity. [ Exit, 
So. Liſimac hus. "Wy . 
. Lifim. 
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Lifim. Madam. 

Sop. They will not miſs your Preſence, the ſmall time 
Is ſpent in asking of a queſtion. 

Liſim. I wait your Pleaſure. 

Sop. Sir, I have a Suit to you- 

Lifim. To me? it muſt be granted. 

Sop. If you have 
CancelFd your kind Opinion of me, 


Deny me not to know, who hath ſucceeded 
Sophia in your Heart, I beg the Name 
Ot your new Miſtreſs. 
Liſ. You ſhall know her, Madam, 
If but theſe Tumults ceaſe, and Fate allow us 
To ſee the Court again, I hope you'll bring 
No Mutiny againſt her, but this is 
No time to talk of Love, let me attend you. 
Sop. I muſt expect, till you are pleas'd to ſatis fie 
My poor requeſt, conduct me at your pleaſure. ¶ Exe. 
| Enter Leonatus, Eubulus, Biſh»p, Liſander, 
and Philocles. 
Leo. They are too flow, diſpatch new Meſſengers, 
To intreat 'em fairly hither, I am extaſt'd 
Were you Witneſs for me too? ls it poſſible 
] am what this affirms, true Leonatus, 


And were you not my Father, was I given 
In truſt to you an Infant ? 


Eub. Tis a truth 
Out Soul's bound to acknowledge, you ſupply'd 
The Abſence and Opinion of my Son. 
Who died, but to wake you my greater care 
I know not of Demetrius, but ſuppos'd 
Him dead indeed, as Epire thought you were; 
Your Father's Character doth want no Teſtimony, 


Which but compar'd with what concerns Demetrius 


Will prove it ſcIf King Theodliſius Act, 
Your Royal Father. 


Biſb. 1 am Subſcrib'd to both his Legacies, 
By Oath oblig'd to ſecreſie, until 
Thus fairly ſummon'd to revcal the Truſt. 


Eub. 
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Eub. Cafſander had no thought you would prove thus, 
To whoſe Policy I gave this Aim, although | 
He wrought you up to ſerve but as his Engine 
To batter young Demetrius; for it was 
Your Father's prudent Jealouſie, that made him 
Give out your carly Deaths, as if his Soul 
Prophecy'd his own firſt, and fear'd to leave 
Either of you, to the unſate Protection 
Of one, whoſe Study would be to ſupplant 
Your Right and make himſelf the King of Epire. 

Biſhop. To Siſter, fair Sopbza, in your Father's 
Life was deſign'd to marry with Liſimachw, 

That guarded her; although ſhe us'd ſome Art 
To quit her Pupillage, and being abſolute 
Declar'd Love to Demetrius, which cnforc'd 
Macarius to diſcover firſt your Brother. 

Leo. No more, leſt you deſtroy again Leomatus, 
With Wonder of his Fate; are they not come yet? 
Something it was, I felt within my Envy 
Of young Demetrius's Fortune, there were Seeds 
Scattered upon my Heart, that made it (well 
With thought of Empire, Princes I ſee cannot 
Be totally eclips'd; but wheretere ſtays 
Demetrius and Sophia, at whoſe Names 
A gentle Spirit walk'd upon my Blood? 

Enter Demetrius, Polidora, Sophia, Macarius, Caſſan- 
der, and Liſimachus. 

Eub. They are here. 

Leo. Then thus I flic into their Boſoms, 
Nature has recxify'd in me, Demetrius, 8 
The Wandrings of Ambition; our dear Siſter 
You are amaz'd, I did exp Ct it, read 
Aſſurance there, the Day is big with Wonder, 

Mac, W hat means all this? 
Leo. Lifimachus, be dear to us, 
Caſſander, you are welcome too. 

Caſ. Not I, By 
I do not look for't, all this ſha'not bribe „ 
My Conſcience to your Faction, and make 
Me falſe again, Seleucus is no Son 
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Of Theodſſius; my dear Countrymen 
Correct your erring Duries, and to that, 
i Your lawful King, proſtrate your ſelves, Demetrius 
, Doth challenge all your Knees. 
Dem. All Love and Duty, 
Flow from me to my Royal King, and Brother 
I am confirm'd. | 
Caſ. You are too credulous ; 
What can betray your Faith ſo much? 
Teo. Sophia, you appear fad, as if your Will 
Gave no conſent to this day's Happinels. - 
Sop. No Joy exceeds Sophia's for your (elf. 
Lim. With your Pardon, Sir, I apprehend 
A cauſe that makes her troubled, ſhe deſires 
To know, what other Miſtreſs, ſince her late 
Unkindneſs, I have choſen to direct 
My Faith and Service. 
Leo. Another Miſtreſs? 
Liſim. Yes, Sir. : 
Leo. And does our Siſter love Lifmachus* 
Sp. Here's ſomething would confeſs. 
Leo. He muſt not dare 
To affront Sophia. 
Caf. How my Shame confounds me, 
I beg your Juſtice, withour pity on 
My Age. 
Leo. Your Penance ſhall be, to be faithful 
2 our State hereafter. 
mnes. May you live long and happy, 
Leonatus, King of Epire. : Fool 
Leo. But where's your other Miſtreſs? 
Liſim. Even here, Sir. | 
Leo. Our Siſter ? is this another Miſtreſs, Sir? 
Liſim. It holds os 
To prove my Thoughts were ſo when ſhe began 
Her Sorrow for neglecting me, that Sweetneſs 
Deſcrv'd I ſhould eſteem her another Miſtre(, 
Then when ſhe cruelly forſook Lyimachys 
Your pardon, Madam, and receive a Heart 
Proud with my firſt Devotions to ſerve you. 


Sp. 
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Sop. In this I am crown'd again, now mine for ever. 
Leo. You have deceiv'd her happily, 
Joy to you both. 


Dem. We are ripe for the fame wiſhes, 
Polidora's part of me. 


Polid. He all my Bleſſing. 
Leo. Heav'n pour full Joys upon you. 
Mac, We are all bleſt, 

There wants but one to fill your Arms. 
Leo. My Miſtreſs 

And Wife ſhall be my Country, to which 1 

Was in my Birth contracted, your love ſince 

Hath plaid the Prieſt to perfect what was Ceremony, 
Though Kingdoms by juſt Titles prove our own, 
The Subjects Hearts do beſt ſecure a Crown. 


[ Exeunt Ones. 


EE. 


Tx is no Coronation to day, 

Unleſs your gentle Votes do crown our Play: 
If Smiles appear within each Lady's Eye, 

Which are the leading Stars in this fair Sky, 

Our pom day ſets glorious; for then 

We hope by their ſad influence, the Men 

Will grace what they firſt ſhin'd on; make't appear, 
(Both) how we pleaſe and bleſs our covetous Ear 
With your App 1 more welcome than the Bells 
Upon a Triumph, BRonfires, or what elſe 

Can ſpeak a Coronation. And though I 

Were late depot d, and ſpoil'd of Majeſty, 

By the kind Aid of your Hands, Gentlemen, 

F quickly may be Crown'd a Queen again. 
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